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		Prologue

		

		When she strolled into the kitchen from the driveway twenty minutes later, Inga knew immediately that something as very wrong. Instead of finding Lee and Marsha and Cyn waiting for her in the kitchen, aprons on, sipping wine, pizza ingredients laid out on the counter and ready to assemble, she found them sitting glumly around the kitchen table, a big bottle of Seagram’s and a liter of Seven Up in the middle of it, seven and seven glasses in their hands. All of them looked as sour as a taxpayer waiting to see an IRS auditor.

		

		“Okay, what happened?” Inga asked with a sigh. “Did someone die?”

		

		The three girls started as if a current of electricity had just been pumped through their kitchen chairs. Cyn reached over, dropped some cubes from a bowl of ice that sat next to the booze and the mixer into a tall glass and proceeded to make Inga a strong one. She pushed it toward an empty chair.

		

		“Sit down and have a belt of that, why don’t you, cutie?” she suggested dolefully.

		

		Inga took the drink and had a large sip and sat down. She looked around the table demandingly.

		

		“Is somebody going to tell me what happened or not?” she asked.

		

		Cyn looked at the other two and then said, “Amos Stallings apparently found himself a new hottie to ‘audition’. The word I got from Lee-Lee’s mom and dad, who heard it from someone who knows Claudia really well, was that Amos was porking this really cute, really hot little thirteen year old--who had just missed being signed by Disney a few weeks ago for the lead in one of their a new series--this afternoon in his back bedroom at the studio, when his eyes suddenly rolled back in his head, he blew a huge wad into this poor screaming kid, and then he pitched over, dead as a rock…his dick still up her asshole!”

		

		“Holy Jesus!” Inga gasped.

		

		“That’s pretty bad, all right,” Marsha assured her. “But you ain’t heard the worst of it yet.”

		

		“Daddy says that Claudia Stallings is freaking out--not just ‘cause horndog Amos is probably slow-roasting over a hot fire on a spit in Hell--but because she’s not sure that she’s going to be able to hold the financing together to get Windsong made,” Lee-Lee added morosely.

		

		“Yeah, he was a supreme asshole, but he had a terrific rep as a producer because nine-tenths of his films made money over the years and, also, he had won those two Oscars at Best Director,” Cyn said. “With him not around to produce the fucking thing and direct it, his money guys are apparently getting real nervous.”

		

		Inga tipped back her drink and swallowed half of it in two big gulps, her heart suddenly pounding. If Windsong folded, would she have to give back the money? She could probably do it, because of all the other endorsement money now in her accounts. But if there was no starring role for her in Windsong, how long would those other deals hold together? Could those companies demand repayment, since she would no longer be an up-and-coming movie star, but would, instead, revert to being--at least temporarily--an unknown with no immediate employment prospects?

		

		“What do your folks say about all of this?” she asked Lee-Lee nervously.

		

		The youngest Ridge shook her head. “They’re worried--I could hear it in their voices on the phone. No one knows yet just how bad this will get, since he just died late this afternoon, but Claudia is a basket case and everything is way up in the air right now, according to Daddy.”

		

		“Damn it!” Inga sighed, seeing her whole wondrous, beautiful life starting to melt away around her, like icicles in the spring thaw back in Minnesota…

		

	
		

		Chapter One

		

		“I think that one’s my favorite, of the ones they’re running right now,” Lionel Terry said, pointing at a large billboard ahead of them on Santa Monica Boulevard, touting a new line of products from an English manufacturer called Guinevere Cosmetics.

		

		Inga Norgaard, who was the model in the ad, sat next to him in the passenger seat of his sleek new, shiny-black Mercedes S-600 sedan. She absently looked up at her picture on the billboard.

		

		Her thoughts had been on the meeting they were headed to and she now took a moment to stare up at the huge, slightly idealized version of herself as a Nordic goddess—her white-blonde hair flowing out behind her as she ran half naked through an old-growth pine forest surrounded by a protective wolf pack, through swirls of a mystical-looking fog—and shrugged. She read the tag line to the ad: “Inga – not afraid to free the animal within her! What about you?” and gave Lionel a little half-smile.

		

		“Yeah, that one’s pretty cool, I guess. But wait until the campaign with the nude shots of me starts this Christmas; the ones that say: ‘Inga wears only Guinevere—what about you?’”

		

		She patted him affectionately on the knee and said, “That one will cause car wrecks down here on the boulevard, trust me.”

		

		Lionel, who was in his early forties, looked exactly like what he was: attorney, C.P.A., “Investment Advisor to the Stars”, and corporate wheeler-dealer. He was substantial, but not fat, nice-looking but not quite handsome. He wore a bespoke three-piece suit tailored on Savile Row in London, and his close-cropped, perfectly barbered hair was the exact same shade as the military-style, trimmed mustache that covered his top lip.

		

		“You’re dead right about that,” he assured her. “The sight of that incredible body of yours, naked, is sure to cause more car wrecks than a failed traffic signal.”

		

		They drove on for a few blocks, until they came to the front gates of the Harmon Brothers motion picture studio in Century City and stopped at the guard shack for a moment. The uniformed guard immediately recognized Lionel and, of course, Inga—who was the owner of perhaps the most famous face in the entire world at that moment--and waved them through.

		

		In less than a minute, Lionel had maneuvered the big sedan through the maze of narrow streets, filled with extras dressed in outlandish period costumes, full cowboy regalia, and other exotic outfits that would have stopped traffic anywhere else. He pulled up in front of a squatty, round-topped one-story building that resembled a World War II Quonset hut. An elaborately landscaped jungle of palm trees and flowers fronted the building, and the sign sunk back amid the vines and bushes read: Amos Stallings Productions.

		

		“Ready to face the lioness in her den?” he asked Inga, turning off the motor.

		

		“More like the gargoyle,” she replied softly, and opened her door.

		

		Claudia Stallings sat behind the massive desk in her late husband’s office. She was somewhere in her middle sixties, with hair and breasts that would have looked great on a woman half her age, but were somewhat jarring on her.

		

		That horror show of a face doesn’t help matters either, Inga Norgaard thought as she regarded the older woman coolly, sitting across the desk from Amos Stallings’s widow, not really regretting her earlier “gargoyle” comment a bit.

		

		Inga knew that Claudia had been some sort of minor-league bombshell back forty-some years ago, when Amos Stallings had married her. She hadn’t had anywhere near the career that Raquel Welch, Ann Margaret, or some of the other hot girls of that era had enjoyed and, unfortunately for her, she had tried to hold on to her good looks for way past their shelf life.

		

		Claudia’s long-ago pretty face was now a patchwork of failing plastic surgery procedures--cheek implants that had no doubt once looked fine but now looked silly, set into her sunken, slightly skeletal face. The older woman also had collagen-plumped lips that came across as ludicrous on a woman her age, and eyes that had been “lifted” so many times that Inga doubted the older woman could still blink them.

		

		“We asked for this special meeting today, on a Saturday, Claudia, because Windsong is as important to Inga’s career as it is to this production company’s survival, especially now that Amos is gone,” Lionel Terry began in his steady, quietly powerful voice. “And we don’t feel there’s a second to waste in getting this project back on track.”

		

		Inga was very happy to have Lionel on her side at a moment like this because, in addition to being the canniest investment advisor in southern California, he was also a great white shark when it came to deal making. It seemed as if every mover and shaker in Hollywood had a “Lionel Terry out-wheels-and-deals-the-rest-of-the-pack” story to tell.

		

		“I imagine Windsong is important as hell to your cute little client, Lionel,” Claudia said, turning toward Inga momentarily and offering her an icy smile. “Since this whole financial house of cards you and the Ridges have built around Inga will come tumbling down very quickly if there is no movie for her to debut in.”

		

		Lionel laughed as though it didn’t concern him one way or the other whether Windsong ever got made or not. He leaned forward in his chair and said, “You and Amos made enough money over the years, investing with my firm, for you to be cognizant of my attention to detail, Claudia.”

		

		He flashed the sour-looking older woman a confident smile and went on to add, “Before she ever signed them, I carefully reviewed those product endorsement contracts with the various companies that have signed Inga as their celebrity spokesperson over the last few months. Believe me; we won’t be returning any multi-million-dollar checks, Windsong or no Windsong.”

		

		Inga sat back in her chair, not saying a word. She felt as if she were seated in the audience at the World Championship Poker competition, watching the final hand being played. She knew that she would hate to play poker against Lionel Terry. He had just run an enormous bluff on Claudia—Inga’s finances did stand to take a multi-million dollar hit if Windsong never got made--but you couldn’t tell it from looking at him. He just sat there; smiling confidently, buttoned down and not a hair out of place, looking as sure of the cards he held as he could be.

		

		“You said you had a proposition for me when you asked for this meeting, Lionel,” Claudia said at last, after a long, silent stare-down between her and Inga’s well-polished business advisor. “What is it?”

		

		“The word is out all over town that a good portion of the money Amos had lined up to back this movie has gone quite soft in the weeks since his death.”

		

		Claudia’s sewn-together face didn’t show any reaction but Inga saw her eyes flinch slightly at Lionel’s last statement. Now it was the older woman’s turn to lean forward and stare intently at the two of them. She did so, saying curtly: “That’s a bunch of crap. Everything is set; Amos had it all locked into place before he…passed on.”

		

		Lionel shook his head in rebuttal. “I don’t think so. Everything keeps getting pushed back on this film, Claudia. It was understandable at first, due to you husband’s untimely demise, but the whole project just seems to keep dragging on.”

		

		He flashed his shark’s grin at her. “Everyone associated with this film knows that Windsong is light on plot. It’s basically the story of a middle-aged guy who goes batshit over his eighteen-year-old son’s high school girlfriend and wrecks his life trying to seduce her. Without a young girl whose looks are as traffic-stopping as Inga’s, it won’t work. Without a tour-de-force performance by Dale Simms, as the dad, and Jerrod Martin as the son, it won’t work.”

		

		Lionel leaned back in the chair and nodded toward the two Best Director Oscars displayed on the big mahogany bookcase behind the desk where Claudia sat. “Without a guy like Amos to direct it--a guy who, despite being a lowlife pussyhound and a truly miserable human being, was one hell of a director and producer--this movie won’t work.”

		

		“Robbie Stanton is an excellent director,” Claudia quickly retorted, pointedly ignoring her adversary’s jibe about her late husband’s moral reputation. “He’s quite capable and he’s very excited about taking over this project.”

		

		Lionel answered with a short, barking laugh that was both scornful and dismissive at the same time. “Robbie Stanton is a lightweight who’d be excited about directing a dog food commercial, as long as it paid well. He’s made ten movies so far and only one of them has turned much of a profit. It’s no wonder some of your backers are getting nervous, Claudia.”

		

		Before she could gather herself for an answer, Lionel went for the kill. “My proposition is simple. I’ve put together a consortium, made up of some of my financial clients, who will back the film in the event your financing falls apart at the last minute, which looks likely at this point. In return, we want total control of the project.”

		

		“Control?” Claudia’s eye went wide as she croaked out the word. “Inga is barely eighteen years old and has never appeared in anything other than those Guinevere ads that are all over the TV. If you think I’m seeding control to an inexperienced child like her, you’re crazy, Lionel!”

		

		“Lonnie and June Ellen Ridge are Inga’s business managers and agents,” Lionel replied, keeping his tone quite and level, clearly trying to keep the meeting from degenerating into a non-productive shouting match. “Lonnie has run his own major television production studio for years. And June Ellen has a vested interest in seeing Windsong become successful as well, since she’s signed to play the second female lead in it. The Ridges and…I will assume control on Inga’s behalf.”

		

		Claudia sat back in her chair, fuming. Inga could see that the idea of losing control of Amos’s final project was a bitter pill for her to swallow.

		

		After a full minute of tense silence had gone by, the older woman finally asked, “How much money are we talking, Lionel?”

		

		“As much as you need--we’re just as anxious as you are to see the project properly funded. We’ll put up all the moneys required to ensure that the production, editing, distribution, and advertising on this film are all first-rate. We want this picture to be a huge success, just as you do.”

		

		Inga waited for Lionel’s words to sink in for a moment, and then spoke for the first time, saying, “I have a suggestion for a director too, Claudia, someone with a lot more clout and marquee value than Mr. Stanton. I’m going to ask Garrett Soames to direct Windsong.”

		

		“Garrett?” Claudia’s immediately eyes lit up with dollar signs, and then grew wary. “But why would he? He’s practically retired and he’s always turned down every offer to direct he’s gotten in the past.”

		

		“Because Garrett adores me,” Inga said simply. “No one thought he’d agree to give me free acting lessons either, but he did. If I ask him to do this, he will do it…for me.”

		

		Inga could practically see the wheels spinning around in Claudia’s head. Garrett was a legendary movie star with two Best Actor Oscars and half a dozen Golden Globe awards. It was true that in his forty-year film career, he had never directed anything before, but with his acting credentials, he could have written his own deal at any major studio in town had he wanted to do so. Plus, having Garrett sign on to the project--choosing it as his very first directing assignment--would be worth a huge amount of free publicity for the movie all by itself.

		

		“You’re sure he’ll do it?”

		

		Inga smiled, remembering all of the hours she’d spent in bed with Garrett in the past few months, ever since the first night she’d starting taking acting lessons from him. The lessons hadn’t been exactly “free” after all, as she’d led Claudia and Lionel to believe.

		

		Full access to her incredibly hot body and gorgeous face had been the price required, but that was a currency Inga had learned to wield expertly in the last few months. Besides, she loved fucking Garrett and he couldn’t seem to get enough of her hot little body!

		

		“I’m sure.”

		

		****

		

		“Well, that went even better than I’d hoped,” Lionel said, helping Inga into his Mercedes ten minutes later. “I’ll start work on the contracts this afternoon, and our little consortium should be calling the shots on Windsong by the end of next week.”

		

		After seating Inga in the passenger’s seat, he circled the car and got into the driver’s seat. Inga flashed him a grateful smile and ran her fingers over the collar of his beautifully-cut gray suit. She snapped her seatbelt into place, leaned over and kissed him lightly on the earlobe.

		

		“Let’s go for a little ride on the way back to my place. We’ll find a secluded spot and I’ll give you a small down payment on what I owe you for saving this movie deal for me, darling. What do you say to that?”

		

		What Lionel said to that--once they were discreetly parked down a leafy, secluded lane that served as a driveway to a home that was unoccupied and for sale just off Mulholland Drive—was, “Holy fuck--that’s it--swallow it, you little beauty! Swallow every drop, your magnificent little slut!”

		

		He said it about twenty minutes later, still seated in the big sedan, with his fly open and Inga stripped to the waist, her lush teenaged breasts bobbling all over the place as her beautiful face flew up and down his erect cock, sucking and licking like a crazy girl. His hands were entwined in her silver-blonde locks guiding her head movements—as though Inga Norgaard needed any guidance when it came to pleasing a man orally—and his head was thrown back against the seat, his eyes closed in pure bliss as he jetted into her mouth.

		

		“Jesus! You do that better than anyone I’ve ever met, babe!”

		

		Swallowing the hot, creamy, slightly salty mouthful of fluid contentedly, Inga thought to herself: And it’s a damned good thing that I’m so good at it, too! Because it’s quite a valuable talent in Hollywood, that’s for damned sure! Part of the currency of the realm here in Tinseltown, you might say…

		

		****

		

		There were fewer photographers than usual hanging about the gates leading into Inga’s Beverly Hills estate when Lionel’s Mercedes eased through them a few minutes later and pulled to a stop in front of her mansion’s impressive double doors. That worried her a little. She hated the paparazzi as much as anyone else they constantly stalked might have, but the fact that there weren’t as many of them outside as there normally were might mean that the tabloids’ interest in her was starting to flag.

		

		Goddamn Amos Stallings; why did he have to die now? Couldn’t he have waited a couple of months, until my first movie was done and released before he kicked off?

		

		Inga got out of the car, closed the door, and then leaned back inside, her arms resting on the half-open window. She smiled at Lionel. “Thanks for everything, darling. I’ll talk to Garrett right away and get him on board with the directing gig.”

		

		“Thank you,” Lionel beamed back at her from behind the wheel. “I…uh, really enjoyed your…uh…down payment.”

		

		“Any time, Lionel, hon,” she winked at him. “Next time we get together, I’ll make sure we’ll have more time--I’ll give you a pussy ride you won’t soon forget.”

		

		He grinned and said, “I remember with fondness each and every one of those I’ve enjoyed so far, my dear. You can count on that.”

		

		Easing the big sedan back into gear, he said, “Tell Marsha hello for me, and that we’re expecting her for dinner at the house Thursday night. Don’t let her forget.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		Marsha Terry, Lionel’s tall, statuesque, red-haired daughter, was sitting at the bar in the rec room when Inga walked into the house moments later. Cynthia, “Cyn”, Soames, Garrett Soames’ daughter was behind the bar, pushing a seven and seven she had just made across the top of it in Marsha’s direction. Lee-Lee Ridge, the younger of Lonnie and June Ellen Ridge’s two children, was sitting next to Marsha, sipping her own cocktail.

		

		“Daddy didn’t have time to come in and say ‘hi’?” Marsha asked.

		

		“No, he had some important contracts to get cracking on. It looks like Claudia is going to take our offer.”

		

		Inga started address Cyn and then remembered what Lionel had said. She turned back toward Marsha and reminded her about the Thursday night dinner at her parent’s house.

		

		Marsha used the hand not holding her drink to make a dismissive gesture. “It seems like I’m always running over there for something. Maybe I should have moved further than six blocks away from home when I moved out of my folk’s house.”

		

		Lee-Lee Ridge, who was petite and slender, and whose pretty face and silky brown hair reminded everyone of her famous actress mom, laughed and said, “I certainly don’t have that problem. My mom and dad are always over here talking business with Inga. I see more of them now than when I still lived at home.”

		

		Inga caught Cyn’s eye. She gestured toward the drink in Lee-Lee’s hand. “How about fixing one of those for me? And make it a strong one, would you, chica? Being around Claudia still gives me the heebie-jeebies. Every time I’m in the same room with that old crone, I can’t help remembering that her pussy smells slightly like the moldy basement in my grandma’s house back in Minnesota.”

		

		“Eeeewwwwwwwh!” all three girls said at once, their faces screwing up with disgust as Cyn went to work on the cocktail.

		

		“You guys say can ‘Eeeewwwwwwwh!’ all you want—but what about me? I’m the one who had to actually lick that ugly old bitch’s clitty off while dear old Amos was drilling my asshole with that twelve-inch wanger of his during my ‘audition’ for Windsong!”

		

		Inga shuddered, remembering that awful experience as she reached the bar and accepted her drink from Cyn. One thing had apparently remained a constant with Amos Stallings throughout his nearly forty years as a top producer and director--whether you were a cute young girl or an attractive older woman who was trying to make it in the movies, you were going to service Amos and Claudia sexually, or you weren’t going to be seriously considered for whatever part you were up for. Only already established actresses such as Nicole Kidman or Angelina Jolie were given a pass on Amos’s unique method of “auditioning” the potential talent.

		

		It had made no difference if you were twelve or forty. Amos had been an equal opportunity casting couch Lothario: with the exception of the already-famous, he had fucked ‘em all.

		

		In casting Windsong, he had not only taken full advantage of Inga’s newness to the industry and vulnerability, he had also used his power and position to prey upon June Ellen Ridge, Lee-Lee’s mom, who had been desperate to win the coveted second lead role in the movie.

		

		June Ellen had been an incredibly popular young television star in her teens and into her twenties, but hadn’t had another huge hit since then. Now in her forties, Amos had forced her and her husband, Lonnie, to fly to Las Vegas one weekend so that he and Claudia could compel June Ellen to do just what Inga had done, sexually--while Lonnie was made to watch, and even to participate--in order to cement the second female lead in the movie.

		

		Toast in hell, Amos, you miserable old prick! Inga thought to herself, taking a big sip of the drink Cyn had made for her.

		

		She forced the unpleasant memories of Amos and Claudia from her mind and looked over at Cyn. “We have to see your dad this week, babe. Claudia is clearly on the ropes and desperate for the money Lionel has managed to put together, but a big part of the reason she finally said yes to this deal was because I promised her that Garrett would direct.”

		

		Garrett Soames’ stunning daughter winked and shook her long, curly raven-black tresses back over her shoulders, getting them out of her way as she made another cocktail for herself. “Shouldn’t be a problem, doll; just tell Daddy you’ll quit fucking him if he doesn’t do it.”

		

		The four girls shared an uneasy laugh over that suggestion. A recent incident had forced all of them into admissions about who was sleeping with who and, even though all of them shared that information, the fact that everyone now new everything about everyone else’s sex lives hadn’t yet made them totally at ease with that knowledge.

		

		Inga, for example, still hadn’t quite come to grips with the fact that her own mother was currently spending two or three mornings and afternoons per week in Garret’s bed, while her husband--Inga’s banker-father, Eric--was at work and Inga was busy finishing up her senior year at Beverley Hills High in the company of Cyn, Lee-Lee, and Marsha. Conversely, her mother was unaware that Inga and her crew, plus Lonnie and June-Ellen Ridge had found out about this little arrangement.

		

		Even Garrett didn’t know that they knew—yet.

		

		Inga planned on using this little nugget of potential scandal as a hole card in her efforts to get Garret to agree to direct Windsong, if she had to. Blackmail wasn’t really her style, but she was rapidly learning that in the big leagues of Hollywood, where she was now playing the game, nothing was off limits when it came to getting what you wanted.

		

		“I say there’s no time like the present,” Inga said at last, after thinking it over.

		

		She took a big sip of her strong cocktail and said to Cyn, “Why don’t you call your bad boy daddy in a little while and see if he’d be up for the idea of me coming over for dinner this evening, with an acting lesson to follow?”

		

		She added, a shade of bitterness creeping into her voice as she spoke, “Its Saturday, so it shouldn’t interfere with his balling-my-mom fun. My dad will be home today, so Mama will be forced to stay home, too, I’m guessing.”

		

		Cyn nodded her agreement and sipped at her drink. She gave Inga a small, sly smile. “You’re sure growing up fast, kitten. That innocent little girl from Minnesota who moved to this town last January would scarcely recognize herself in you.”

		

		Inga shrugged, “That girl didn’t have a two-million-dollar mansion to make payments on, not to mention the responsibility of keeping her three slutty girlfriends stocked up on booze and groceries.”

		

		The three of them all giggled at that and toasted her with their drinks. She toasted them back and broke out into a fit of giggles herself.

		

		****

		

		“You can’t be serious,” Garrett Soames asked, his somewhat craggy eyebrows knitting themselves almost together above his legendary blue eyes.

		

		“Me—direct a potboiler like Windsong?” He shook his leonine head of hair--which as still more blond than gray, and which he wore fairly long, cut in a manner similar to that of an English monarch from the Middle-Ages—and said, “Not a chance, kid, not even for you.”

		

		He ate another forkful of the wonderful beef medallions his cook, Hilda, had prepared for their dinner this evening and smirked, “Windsong…you can’t be serious, darling!”

		

		Inga looked across the table at him. She was wearing a low-cut top with no bra under it, thereby showing a large amount of creamy-white, eighteen-year old cleavage.

		

		“Please, baby…for me?” she whispered leaning forward, revealing even more of her spectacular breasts.

		

		Garrett’s eyes were locked onto the valley between her sumptuous mounds. He sighed.

		

		“Inga, darling, I couldn’t possibly. What would people say? Do you realize that I’ve turned down offers to direct four major motion pictures over the years? Two of them went on to win Best Picture Oscars!”

		

		When he finally managed to tear his eyes away from Inga’s provocatively displayed treasures, looking up instead at her lovely face, he said, “From all I’ve read about Windsong, and from what you’ve told me about the script treatments you’ve seen thus far, it’s going to be little more than a cheap and tawdry remake of American Beauty, only minus the excellent script and the underlying current of angst which ran through that film.”

		

		Inga sat up straighter in her chair. She shrugged her shoulders and admitted, “There are elements similar to American Beauty’s plot line, for sure. When I heard there were similiarities, I rented it and watched it a month or so ago.”

		

		“And, what did you conclude?”

		

		Inga shrugged again and ate the last of her beef medallion. When she had finished chewing and swallowing it, she said simply, “Our movie is more American Pie than American Beauty. This script goes more for naked titties and ass--and belly laughs--than angst and soul-searching.”

		

		“Well, there you are then, right?” Garret answered with a smug grin, as if her assessment closed the door on the matter entirely, as far as his participation was concerned. “Can you envision me directing a movie like American Pie, under any circumstances, pet?”

		

		****

		

		“You really, really like it when I do this, don’t you, you old darling, you?” Inga whispered--a sly smile on her face.

		

		“Oh, oh, dear God in heaven, but that’s incredible,” Garret sighed, a look of utter bliss spreading over his aging matinee idol’s features.

		

		Inga continued to tease his prostate with the pad of her forefinger, her finger driven deep up into Garret’s skinny old butt. His still very impressive, Viagra-fueled, nine-inch cock stood straight up, firm and throbbing, above his nut sac. It was shiny with a thick coating of her saliva.

		

		“You really like this too, don’t you, sweetie?” she murmured, resuming her kittenish licks all around his towering hard on once again.

		

		“God, yes,” he sighed in gathering ecstasy, “suck it, Inga. Suck it the way only you can!”

		

		Smiling, Inga opened her mouth and inhaled Garrett’s fat dick, all the way down to his balls. Her tongue caressed and teased him as she sucked him in. She eased that naughty tongue out of her sucking lips to tickle his balls with its tip for a few seconds before slowly working her way back upward his throbbing shaft.

		

		Inga pushed a little harder on Garrettt’s prostate, drawing a huge moan, as she kept her sensual up and down suction and tongue action going. He shivered as he laid on his back in the middle of the king mattress, Inga naked and on her tummy between his legs.

		

		“I can’t last,” he gasped, after another dozen or so of her tantalizing head strokes. “Oh, sweet Jesus, Inga, your mouth is heaven on my poor old cock!”

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm!” Inga gave his prick a soft, purring, little growl, her throat caressing his entrapped dick just as her finger was teasing his prostate.

		

		“Aggghhhhhhhh!” Garrett’s hips pumped upward, off the bed.

		

		A huge streamer of spunk spattered into the back of Inga’s throat. She swallowed it easily--stroking his gland even more firmly and sucking hard for more come.

		

		Her older lover didn’t disappoint her. He wailed with joy and unleashed a second big wad of gooey, hot spend into her mouth and she gulped it down greedily as well.

		

		She let the warm semen build up in her mouth as Garrett’s jets grew smaller and finally stopped altogether. Easing her finger out of his ass and pushing herself up onto her elbows, she opened her mouth and showed her panting-for-breath partner the big puddle of his pearly goo she still held inside. She swished it around a little with her tongue, then closed her mouth and swallowed it all in one big gulp, then opened it again to show him it was all gone.

		

		“You incredibly sexy little trollop,” he sighed contentedly as he watched her antics. “You ought to let some lucky film-maker record one of your blowjobs sometime—that would win an Academy Award for sure!”

		

		She grinned at him and said softly, “Well, babe, if you want to keep getting those BJ’s, you’re gonna’ have to direct Windsong.”

		

		He started to protest, but she held up her hand to stop him as she got back up into a sitting position on the bed. “If this movie doesn’t get made, or if it flops horribly, I’m liable to lose all of my endorsement money, and then my big house right next door to yours—everything! If you don’t believe me, ask Lionel.”

		

		She gave him a pouty frown and went on to add, “I might not be able to afford to live here anymore, if all of my endorsements fall apart because no one wants to hire me for another movie when Windsong turns out to be a disaster. I might have to move back to Minnesota and go to work as cashier at the local Big Buy store again.”

		

		Garret stared at her sourly for almost a full minute. He continued to glower at her as he said it but, reluctantly, told her at last, “Oh, all right! Send the fucking script over here by courier on Monday and I’ll look at it. No promises, angel, but I’ll at least read through the bloody thing, all right?”

		

		She beamed at him and came over to where he still lay on his back. Leaning down, she took his shriveled cock in one hand and began to tease it lightly with her fingertips it as she kissed him.

		

		“Let’s get this bad boy all hard again, and then I’ll let you fuck me in the ass with it, darling, okay?” she suggested brightly as she broke off the kiss. “You always love that, now don’t you?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		“I have good news and bad news,” Garrett’s voice said on Inga’s cell phone that Tuesday, as she was driving home from school.

		

		“I read this fucking script and it’s even worse than I’d feared. That’s the bad news.” He paused for a moment and then said, “I sent a copy over to a writer friend of mine, Allen West. I told him that if he could actually put some heart into the thing and pare out the crap, there was a tiny chance I might direct it.”

		

		Inga’s heart lurched inside her chest. Allen West had written the original screenplay for The Traitor, one of the two films for which Garret had won the Best Actor award from the Academy. Allen West had picked up a Best Original Screenplay Oscar for that film as well, and had repeated that honor ten years later for another classic script he’d penned.

		

		He was, like, a legend in Hollywood circles!

		

		“How on earth did you talk him into doing it?” Inga blurted into the phone, so excited she could barely stand it.

		

		“He owes me, big-time,” Garrett said flatly, “so I’m collecting on the debt.”

		

		Before hanging up, he then added somewhat sourly, “My only fear is that when Allen pares the all of the crap out of that script, we may be left with a thirty-minute short.”

		

		Inga laughed and put her phone back in her purse. Allen fucking West—it was amazing!

		

		****

		

		There was no one else at the house when Inga got home from school minutes later. She hadn’t expected there would be.

		

		Marsha and Cyn were out clothes shopping for the rapidly approaching high school graduation party the four of them were throwing this coming Saturday night. And Lee-Lee had let everyone know at breakfast this morning that she was going directly from school to her folks’ place to pick up some more personal items from her old room in the Ridge mansion.

		

		When she had initially moved into Inga’s new home a few weeks back, Lee had arrived with just her clothes, cosmetics, and her personal electronics gear. She had left everything else she owned in her old room, and now she was taking a couple of afternoons a week to sort through it, deciding what she wanted to move and what she didn’t feel she really needed in her new digs.

		

		Slightly bored, with nothing to do, Inga padded around her big, empty house impatiently. She couldn’t slip over to Garrett’s and have a little naughty sex fun with him, because on Tuesday nights he always played poker with his pals at the country club.

		

		“It’s four o’clock, six in Minnesota, I wonder what Adie is up to?” she said aloud in her deserted rec room.

		

		Getting her cell phone out of her purse, she tossed the purse on top of the bar and went around behind it to make herself a cocktail. The phone rang twice at Adele, “Adie” Anderson’s house while Inga busied herself mixing a tall seven and seven. She then came back around the bar to take a seat on one of the high-backed leather stools as the phone rang a third time.

		

		Adie had been Inga’s oldest and closest friend back in St. Croix, Minnesota, the small town not far from Minneapolis where she’d grown up. They had been best friends practically from birth.

		

		“Inga—God, but I’m glad I was the one who caught this call!” Adie’s excited voice suddenly blurted. “If Momma had seen it was you on the caller ID, she wouldn’t have let me answer it!”

		

		Inga took as sip of her drink and considered that. It was weird! Why would Mrs. Anderson not want her and Adie to talk? They spoke to one another on the phone at least three or four times a week ever since Inga’s parents had moved to California last January.

		

		“What’s going on?” she asked Adie.

		

		“It’s those ads,” Adie whispered into the receiver. “Those Guinevere ads with you half naked in them are all over the TV and magazines back here…and, right next to the Mall of America now? There’s a huge billboard with you and the wolves. Then there was that Men’s Realm magazine photo shoot, too, Ing. Momma didn’t actually see that one, of course, but everyone in town was talking about it, believe me!”

		

		“So now your mom, who’s known me since I was, like, four or five years old, suddenly thinks I’m…what?” Inga couldn’t keep the bemused frustration out of her voice as she replied. “She’s now convinced I’m some sort of a tramp?”

		

		“Yeah, I know, it’s dumb, but you know my Mom!”

		

		Inga did, indeed, know Adie’s blustery, no-nonsense, authoritarian mother. She’d known her since she was little, and couldn’t begin to count the number of times Mrs. Anderson had bellowed at her and Adie to “settle down and quit running through this house like a pair of wild Indians”, or to “act more like young ladies!”

		

		“This really sucks, Ing,” Adie added with a deep sigh. “I’ve been saving my money up to buy a bus ticket so that I could come out to visit you this summer. You know, so that I could meet your new girlfriends in the ‘posse’, and see Hollywood, and Beverly Hills, and…and…just all of it!”

		

		Her voice tightened and then trailed off and Inga knew that her oldest friend was fighting to keep from bursting into tears. She could hear the frustration and disappointment in Adie’s voice.

		

		The girl took another deep breath and went on to add, her tone turning abruptly bitter, “Momma and Daddy seem to have my life all figured out for me, Ing. They want me to clerk at the Big Buy store again this summer, starting next week, now that I’ve graduated high school. And then I’m supposed to go to community college this fall and get a two-year degree in business administration.”

		

		There was a long silence. Adie finally came back on the line and said in a quiet voice, “Daddy knows some of the upper-management guys at Big Buy. He says that if I get that degree and work hard while I’m doing it—you know, get good grades and all, as well as doing a good job at the store while I’m completing my degree work—that I can get into the Manger Trainee program at Big Buy when I graduate in two years.”

		

		Inga thought about that for a moment. She’d clerked at Big Buy herself for part of last summer, alongside Adie. It hadn’t been great, but it hadn’t been terrible, either. The money had been nothing to brag about, for all the work they’d put in, but being in management with the local big box chain…that might be better…

		

		“How do you feel about all of that, Adie?” she finally asked.

		

		There was another long pause. After what seemed like a very long time, Adie came back on the line and said, “I don’t mean this the wrong way, Inga, but when I think of the life you’ve got now, compared to the one my folks are trying to push me into…I could just die!”

		

		She stifled a sob and blurted, “I mean--I know I’m not gorgeous or talented like you are--but God! I thought at least I might be able to take a trip out there to see you, and at least see what California is like before I got stuck at the Big Buy for the rest of my life.”

		

		Adie was normally a very shy girl. Almost as soon as she’d finished speaking, she rushed to add, “I’m sorry, Ing, that sounded whiny and all ‘poor me’, didn’t it?”

		

		Before Inga could even answer, she blurted, “I know how hard it was for you to change. When you lived out here, you were always so sensitive about using your good looks to get ahead, so careful not to do that. For you to decide to suddenly take advantage of the way you look and try your luck in the movies—I know that was a huge adjustment for you. It was hard for you to become who you’ve become, and I don’t begrudge you your success at all. I’m sorry if what I said sounded that way.”

		

		“Nonsense, I totally see where you’re coming from on this, Adie,” Inga said soothingly. “You just finished high school and graduated, and now your whole life is being laid out for you by other people…a life that it doesn’t even sound like you’re sure you want. You have every right to anxious about it.”

		

		“Oh, thank you, Inga,” Adie breathed a sigh of relief. “It’s just that with high school over and this Big Buy thing scheduled to start so soon—it doesn’t look like I’m gonna’ have even a tiny bit of fun this summer, the way I’d hoped I would!”

		

		“Well, you are out of high school,” Inga suggested brightly, wanting to offer her friend some kind of positive take on her current situation. “That’s certainly a good step. How about the graduation party? Did you go to that? Was it fun?”

		

		Another long sigh greeted that inquiry. Adie said at last, “Yeah, I went, and it was lame! It was at the local country club, and it was a closed party. Once you checked yourself in, you couldn’t leave…not if you wanted to get back inside later. It went clear until morning. They served us a breakfast.”

		

		After a moment, Adie concluded with, “You know the drill. They didn’t want you to slip out to a parked car with a guy and make out or anything. And God forbid that you might head outside for a while and maybe have a beer or two in the parking lot, either. They had a band, but they sort of sucked. The whole party sort of sucked, really.”

		

		She laughed, a bitter little laugh, and added, “A bunch of us all stood around hugging when it was over, Brigitte, and the gang of girls you and I have run around with since grade school. We were all crying and carrying on about how we’d probably never see each other anymore, now that school was over. It was so sad…”

		

		Adie laughed again, much louder this time. “What a crock! We all saw each other again the very next afternoon, down at McKenna’s.”

		

		Inga laughed too. McKenna’s was the gathering spot for kids in St. Croix. It always had been, for as long as she could remember. The local fast food joint served really good burgers and excellent French fries, and their milkshakes were terrific as well. All of the teens in town hung out there when they were “cruising” Main Street in their cars, looking for something to do in tiny, unexciting little St. Croix.

		

		Suddenly, it all came together for Inga, in a flash of realization. She knew exactly what she wanted to do to help her old friend.

		

		I can do this, if I want to--I’m Inga Norgaard, movie star, teenage multi-millionaire, the hottest property in Hollywood! Why in the fuck am I going through all of this effort to become all of that if I can’t use who I am to help my oldest friend?

		

		She smiled and said, “Do you really want to come out here this summer and have some fun and see the sights?”

		

		“Sure, of course I do,” Adie sighed. “But there’s not going to be time, and I don’t have enough money saved up for the bus ticket yet anyway, even if there was time.”

		

		“Fuck that!” Inga said, suddenly sounding quite forceful and sure of herself—even to her.

		

		“Be at McKenna’s tomorrow morning at eleven o’clock, can you do that?”

		

		“I guess,” Adie said--her voice suddenly hesitant and full of questions. “I can walk down there, sure, but why?”

		

		“You don’t get it yet, kitten,” Inga said confidently, “but I do. I had to grow up in a hurry when Daddy and I had that blowout about me doing the Men’s Realm photo shoot and he said that no daughter of his would ever take her clothes off for a skin magazine—not while she was living in his house! So, I said, ‘fine’, and moved out. I was eighteen and there wasn’t a damned thing he could do to stop me.”

		

		“Yeah, I remember that,” Adie said, her voice now sounding very subdued.

		

		“Well, you’re eighteen, and you’ve got your high school diploma,” Inga went on. “No one can tell you that you have to go to work at fucking Big Buy and attend some rinky-dinky junior college if you don’t want to, girl!”

		

		“B-but, my folks—I can’t just do what I want!” Adie protested. “What will they say if I tell ‘em I don’t want to do all of that stuff they want me to do?”

		

		“Fuck that!” Inga said again. “If you’re really serious about wanting a new life for yourself…the life you’ve been dreaming of, be at McKenna’s tomorrow morning, and I’ll make it happen for you, I promise!”

		

		“Really?”

		

		“You betcha’,” Inga said in reply, sounding once again—just for that instant--as “Minnesota” as she ever had.

		

		“Oh, shit,” Momma’s home!” Adie whispered. “I just heard her car pull up outside. I’ve got to get off this phone or she’ll kill me! She definitely doesn’t want me talking with you anymore, Ing.”

		

		“Remember--McKenna’s, at eleven tomorrow morning. Your whole life will change, and for the better. I promise!”

		

		Inga switched off the phone, picked up purse and her cocktail, went into the kitchen, and over to the refrigerator. Lee-Lee had stuck a dozen or so business cards to the side and the front of the fridge with various cute magnets. Inga pulled down the one that read, Rhymes Aeronautics. It was the private jet rental outfit that had flown the four of them up to Lake Tahoe and back for the original Guinevere, in-the-woods-with-wolves TV commercial shoot. She dialed the number.

		

		“Hi, this is Inga Norgaard,” she said to the man who answered. “I need to charter one of your Gulfstream G-650’s for tomorrow morning. I want to fly out to Minneapolis, and then back to Los Angeles a few hours later. Can you do that?”

		

		She waited for a moment, and then took one of the new credit cards Lionel had ordered for her out of her purse.

		

		This one was a black American Express card. Lionel had told Inga when he presented it to her that it was incredibly difficult to qualify for, as it was the one card with virtually no limits on its credit line. He’d gone on to add that he doubted there was another eighteen-year-old girl on the entire planet, besides Inga, who had one of these. The company had been very reluctant to issue it, until he had demonstrated to them that Inga’s net worth was already worth almost a hundred million dollars and had more endorsement money coming in all the time.

		

		“Hey, that sounds great,” she said when the man at the air charter company had finished speaking. “Here’s my credit card number.”

		

		****

		

		Marsha and Cyn got home at nine-thirty, lugging six shopping bags apiece. They found Inga and Lee-Lee sitting in the rec room, sipping cocktails and laughing.

		

		“Hey, chicas check this shit out!” Marsha crowed proudly, holding up her new acquisitions and shaking the bags in their direction. “Hermes, Prada, Dolce & Gabbana—did the two of us score or what?”

		

		“Yeah, we’re gonna’ rule at Saturday night’s bash, girls,” Cyn said cattily, taunting her friends with her own clutch of pricy shopping bags. “You two should have gone with us. We found such cool stuff for the party!”

		

		Lee-Lee giggled, looking slightly shaky on her tall stool, clearly into the seven and sevens tonight. “Inga’s been a busy girl too--road trip tomorrow morning, girls, if you’re up for it!”

		

		Cyn and Marsha stopped dead. After a second or two, Marsha said, “But tomorrow’s a school day. You two pusses are going to cut class?”

		

		“You betcha’,” Inga said with a lop-sided grin, toasting them with her own drink, “my finals were all done last week. This week is just a bunch of bullshit, sign-my-yearbook-and-I’ll-sign-yours stuff anyway. Dear old Beverly Hills High has seen the last of my shapely young ass until Friday afternoon, for graduation practice!”

		

		“I’m for that!” Cyn instantly agreed, tossing her bags onto the couch and coming around behind the bar to make her and Marsha a round of cocktails.

		

		“Yeah, I’m in too,” Marsha said, sitting down on one of the stools. “Where are we going tomorrow, chicas?”

		

		“Minnesota, we’re out on a chartered G-650 at seven tomorrow morning,” Lee-Lee said, smiling.

		

		“Minne-fucking-sota, why are we going there, for God’s sake?” Marsha asked, clearly shocked by their destination.

		

		“And why are we leaving so early?” Cyn sighed, finishing up the drinks and handing one to Marsha. “If we’re gonna’ cut school and have fun, why get up so early that we could still have made it to class if we wanted to?”

		

		“Because I’ve got a promise to keep to an old friend,” Inga said, toasting them again. They all clicked rims and she went on to add, “And I’ve got to be in St. Croix, my old hometown, by eleven o’clock tomorrow morning, Minnesota time, in order to do it.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		“Here she comes,” Inga whispered excitedly. “Oh, this is going to be such fun!”

		

		“Hey, she’s a cutie!” Marsha growled appreciatively as she eyed the short teenage girl walking toward the long white stretch-limo in which the four of them sat, waiting. “You never told us that she was such a little hottie, Ing!”

		

		Inga turned toward her large, voluptuous, redheaded friend and said curtly, “She doesn’t swing that way, Marsh, so hands off, okay?”

		

		Marsha grinned. “I was just teasing you, Ing. I won’t tongue-rape her or anything, I promise—unless she asks me to, of course!”

		

		“You bitch.” Inga smiled back fondly. “On your best behavior now, all of you pusses, okay? At least until Adie gets to know you a little bit.”

		

		The three of them all smiled at Inga as if butter wouldn’t melt in their mouths. She shook her head, “I knew I shouldn’t have asked you three pervs along on this trip!”

		

		“Takes one to know one,” Lee-Lee shot back smugly, her smile growing wider.

		

		Inga sighed and reached for the door handle, murmuring under her breath, “God, I hope this isn’t going to be a disaster!”

		

		“Hey, Adie, Adie Anderson…your ride is here!” She shouted happily as she popped out of the long Mercedes limo and waved at her friend, who had stopped dead in her tracks on the sidewalk a few yards away.

		

		“Oh, OMIGOD, it’s…it’s…you!” Adie squealed excitedly, jumping up and down.

		

		Inga rushed over to her and the two embraced. Adie was crying, tears instantly running down her cheeks, and in moments, Inga was crying right along with her.

		

		“Oh, oh, my God, it’s so good to see you!” Adie sobbed in Inga’s ear as they held each other. “What are you doing here?”

		

		Inga let go and pushed herself back away from her friend’s arms. She wiped her eyes with the heels of her hands and said, still sniffling, “Rescuing you, that’s what I’m doing. I’m rescuing you from a life of utter dullness at Big Buy.”

		

		She gestured toward the limo, where Cyn, Marsha, and Lee-Lee stood, all of them having emerged from the car to watch the reunion, giddy smiles on their faces. Inga turned back toward Adie and said, “The Posse has ridden, babe--you are officially saved.”

		

		Adie couldn’t seem to say anything. She stared at the girls and the limo, and then back to Inga.

		

		“What…what are you doing?” she finally asked a second time, clearly happy and excited but still somewhat bewildered by her friend’s sudden, unexpected, unannounced arrival back in Minnesota.

		

		“I’m whisking you the fuck out of here,” Inga answered her with a devilish grin. She swept her right hand in a broad circle, indicating the parking lot at McKenna’s, and Main Street. “Take a last long, look around St. Croix, Minnesota, kid. You’re bound for Beverly Hills and a whole new life, just like I promised.”

		

		“Now,” Adie asked incredulously? “But I have to tell Momma and Daddy, and all of my friends first, don’t I? I mean…I can’t just up and vanish, can I?”

		

		Inga slipped her arm through Adie’s and steered her toward the limo. She took a brand-new Apple iPhone 45 out of her pocket and handed it to Adie.

		

		“Call ‘em from the plane, cutie,” she said solicitously. “It’ll work a lot better that way, believe me.”

		

		“But…but Momma will have a frigging cow, Inga!” Adie protested. “She’ll go berserk if I just leave like this!”

		

		“She’ll go berserk anyway,” Inga assured her friend as they reached the car. “That’s what she does. And, if you actually went to see her to tell her what you were doing, she’d browbeat you into staying. And you know it!”

		

		“B-but…” Adie went silent. It was obvious to Inga from her facial expression that her friend had just realized that she was right. If Adie went to tell her mother that she was leaving, she wouldn’t be leaving anytime soon!

		

		The nervous girl stopped just short of the car, digging in her heels. She looked at Inga with panic in her doe-like brown eyes and said, “But I…I don’t have any clothes, or any money--I don’t even have a toothbrush!”

		

		Inga laughed and pulled her insistently toward the car. “You won’t believe this, but even in upscale, way-too-expensive Beverly Hills, they sell toothbrushes…and clothes. I’ll buy you some of each when we get there.”

		

		Gesturing toward Lee-Lee, who was just in front of them on the driver’s side of the limo, Inga said, “This is Lee-Lee Ridge, daughter of my friends and business agents, Lonnie and June Ellen Ridge, and the younger sister of my boyfriend, Riley.”

		

		She pointed across the roof of the car to where Marsha and Cyn stood beside the other passenger side door. “And those two lovely felons are Cynthia, Garret Soames’s daughter, and Marsha, my money guy, Lionel Terry’s, little girl. Together, the four of us are known around dear old Beverly Hills High as Cyn Soames’ Pussy Posse.”

		

		Adie burst out in nervous laughter when Inga used the “p” word aloud. The three beauties she’d just been introduced to all said, “Hi.”

		

		“I would have known all of you anyway,” Adie answered shyly, beginning to blush. “Inga’s told me so much about each of you that I think I could have picked you all out of a crowd.”

		

		“Well, it’s cool to meet you at last, too, Adie,” Marsha said with her ever-present big grin. “Now hop in and let’s get cookin’. We’ve got a plane to catch!”

		

		****

		

		“This is so awesome,” Adie whispered to Inga as they left town on the highway leading up to the airport where the Gulfstream awaited them. “I’ve never been in a limousine before. It’s so quiet, and so roomy and plush inside.”

		

		“Yeah, limos are pretty cool,” Inga agreed, smiling at her wide-eyed friend. “I’m still getting used to riding in them myself. But these three all grew up being chauffeured around Beverly Hills and Hollywood in fancy cars. They’re all rich bitches from famous families.”

		

		“Fuck too!” Marsh said in mock indignation. “If I had the interest on the money, you’re worth coming in every year, I’d fucking retire right now!”

		

		The others laughed and nodded their agreement. Cyn spoke up, saying, “No kidding, she’s probably richer than Daddy, and he’s Garret Soames, for chrissake!”

		

		“Well, I do have a top-flight management team and excellent money advice,” Inga said, smiling first at Lee-Lee, and then at Marsha. “Now don’t I?”

		

		Marsha gave her a dismissive roll of her green eyes and leaned forward, lowering the glass partition between the driver’s seat and the cabin of the limo. She stuck her head into the now open space and said, “Hey, man, can we coax anymore speed out of this chariot? We’ve got things to do back in California this afternoon.”

		

		****

		

		The plane had barely leveled off from its takeoff and ascent when Lee-Lee undid her seat belt, vaulted out of her seat and ran over to the Gulfsteam’s sleek refrigerator. She pulled two icy bottles of Krug champagne from the top shelf and handed one to Marsha, who was still seated nearby.

		

		“I say this party has officially started,” she said, winking at her redheaded friend as she gathered up five iced champagne flutes. “Let’s pop these suckers and get to rockin’!”

		

		Adie’s eyes went wide. She turned to Inga, “Where did you get the booze?”

		

		Inga just laughed. “You ought to see our garage at home. It has bays for six cars, and one whole bay looks like the storage room in a liquor store.”

		

		Lee-Lee nodded agreement, and added, “My brother, Riley, is twenty-one, so he keeps us stocked up on everything. He buys ten cases at a time of every brand of booze we keep in stock at the house—which is practically all of them, let me tell you—and has them automatically delivered to the garage when the inventory dips below a certain level.”

		

		Marsha held up the bottle she had just opened and said, “This champagne is two-hundred bucks a bottle, but you get a discount when you buy ten cases at a time, like we do.”

		

		“It costs two hundred dollars a bottle?” Adie whispered in awe as she accepted a crystal champagne flute full of the wine from Marsha.

		

		“Don’t worry, kid, Ing can afford it,” Marsha assured her toasting them with her own glassful of the sparkling, golden drink. She clicked rims with Adie and Inga, and then downed half of her champagne in two big swallows.

		

		“Mmmmmm, yummy, isn’t it?” the tall red-haired girl smiled over at them.

		

		“Wow! This is the best booze I’ve ever tasted!” Adie said after taking a small, exploratory sip. “But then, I’ve never had the chance to try much of anything before. I had some beer at a party once, a couple of months ago. And my dad lets me have tiny sample of the champagne they served at New Years, but it didn’t taste anything like this!”

		

		“Well, there’s plenty more where that came from,” Lee-Lee assured her. “Marsh and I threw a whole case in the Gulf’s fridge before we left LA. This is a three-hour flight, you know.”

		

		Cyn reached over and turned on the in-cabin stereo system, found a rock station, and sat back in the seat as the wrap-around sound system thumped to life. She grinned at the rest of the crew, drank the last of her own champagne and handed the glass back to Marsha for a refill.

		

		“Now this is more like it,” she purred happily as she sipped her newly topped off drink and smiled over at Adie. “Don’t you think so, dear?”

		

		“God, I guess it is!” Adie agreed enthusiastically, draining the last of her first glassful of wine. “This is so cool I can barely believe it!”

		

		Inga smiled over at her friend, happy that she had done this. It had cost a bundle, but it wasn’t like she couldn’t afford it, and Adie looked as happy as she’d ever seen her.

		

		Besides, she reminded herself, what’s the point in being Inga Norgaard, if you can’t occasionally act like frigging Inga Norgaard?

		

		“Want another little pop, babe?” Lee-Lee asked just then, holding out the bottle of Krug, a huge grin on her face, obviously getting into her newly chosen role as in-flight attendant.

		

		“Sure, why not?” Inga said, giving her the empty flute to refill.

		

		She looked out the porthole-shaped window and watched America fly by fifteen thousand feet beneath them, at just under seven hundred miles per hour.

		

		****

		

		“Well, Momma…Inga’s paying for it, that’s how,” Adie said into the cell phone Inga had given her back at the fast food place.

		

		The stereo had been turned off so that she could make her call home, and she was sitting in the seat just next to Cyn, the blush on her face becoming deeper by the minute as she talked to her mother. She shook her reddish-brown hair defiantly and said, “Yeah, well I don’t think you can do a thing about it, legally, Momma. I’m eighteen and I can do whatever I want and you can’t stop me.”

		

		The girls were all looking at her encouragingly, urging her onward with their eyes. Adie smiled back shyly and covered the mouthpiece.

		

		“She says she’ll turn me in as a runaway and that she’ll have the police send me home!” Adie whispered to them--her eyes as big as quarters.

		

		“Oh, fuck that,” Cyn snarled, reaching over and snatching the phone away from Adie. “I’m not listening to this browbeating bullshit for even one more second!”

		

		“Ahem…is this Mrs. Anderson?” Cyn cleared her throat loudly and said into the phone.

		

		“Yes, I’ll tell you exactly who this is,” Cyn growled. “This is Cynthia Soames, Chief of Staff for Ms. Inga Norgaard, the well-known movie actress who also happens to be the Executive Producer for Windsong, a major, multi-screen release motion picture coming this fall from Ingafilms, Ltd., her new production company. Our firm owns the worldwide distribution rights to Windsong.”

		

		Pausing to wink at the other girls, Cyn went on to say, “Ms. Adele Anderson is now in our corporation’s employ, as a production assistant. We are paying her two-hundred thousand dollars per year, plus a number of perks such as free room and board at Ms. Norgaard’s Beverly Hills estate, and the use of a company car, plus full health and retirement benefits.”

		

		Cyn leaned back in her seat, the evil grin on her face evidence of how much she was getting into her role as the company ball-buster.

		

		“As you can well understand, Mrs. Anderson, for that considerable outlay of monies and benefits, we expect Ms. Anderson’s full and complete concentration on her duties. If she receives any further threatening communications from you or any law enforcement body you may contact, we will be forced to file whatever civil and criminal actions may become necessary to convince you to cease said harassment. And I should warn you, Mrs. Anderson, that our corporate attorney is Mr. Lionel Terry, one of the most accomplished and well-known lawyers in southern California.”

		

		Cyn took another sip of her champagne and finished with, “Mr. Terry would be only too happy to file whatever charges he felt appropriate to ensure the termination of your interference in your daughter’s chosen career, Mrs. Anderson. And that could end up costing you hundreds of thousands of dollars in court costs and legal fees to defend your actions.”

		

		There was a long silence. Cyn finished her wine and handed the empty glass to a drop-jawed Lee-Lee to refill.

		

		“Of course, that doesn’t mean that you can’t talk to your own daughter anymore, Mrs. Anderson,” Cyn said at last, grinning at her “audience” of the four other girls. “It’s just that no further threatening behavior on your or your husband’s part will be tolerated from this moment forward, is that clear?”

		

		Another moment went by and Cyn took the refilled glass and sipped at it. The shark-like grin crept back over her face as she said, “Surely, Mrs. Anderson, I’ll have Adie call you from Los Angeles with her numbers, once she’s settled in.”

		

		She paused to listen to something further from Adie’s mom, and then replied, “Oh, don’t worry about that. The company is buying her a completely new wardrobe. If there’s anything she needs from her old room, we’ll have professional movers come by and box it up, at our expense, of course, good-bye.”

		

		Cyn broke the connection and handed the phone back to Adie. She said smugly, “And that is how it’s done, chica. No more crap from Momma, I promise.”

		

		The rest of the posse held their glasses out to Cyn and clicked rims with her, grinning as broadly as she now was. Adie sat, stunned, and then finally said to Cyn, “Holy, moley, you’re, like…awesome!”

		

		“And don’t ever forget it,” Inga said, laughing. “That’s why Cyn is my Chief of Staff—she’s the smartest, toughest, most fearless person I know. She handles all of the heavy lifting for me.”

		

		Adie looked at the tall, spectacularly built posse leader and smiled hesitantly. There was a newfound look of respect, and something resembling fear in her eyes.

		

		****

		

		“Oh, wow…just fucking wow!” Adie said in an awed voice, staring out the screened slider at Inga’s picture-perfect backyard. “Look at all of those plants, and that lawn, and the lighted tennis courts and that pool!”

		

		“Yeah, primo digs for sure, chica,” Marsha said as she came up and stood next to the shorter girl. “I say…let’s ditch the bubbly for now, switch to seven and sevens, get naked, and take a dip!”

		

		“Roger that, Marsh,” Lee-Lee said, coming up the stand on the other side of new girl and gaze out at the pool. “After a swim and some sun, Adie can pick whatever bedroom she wants from the two spare ones and we can order some pizza for dinner.”

		

		“Yeah, and then tomorrow, we’ll hit Rodeo Drive and get her a complete new closet full of stylish threads,” Cyn said, slipping behind the bar. “Can’t be a fucking production assistant without a pimped-out new wardrobe, right?”

		

		Adie laughed, looking over at Cyn. “Boy, I wish I did have a new job like that, complete with all of that money and all of those perks. That was so awesome, the way you made all of that stuff up on the spur of the moment to impress Momma, Cyn. You’re, like, super-cool under pressure!”

		

		Cyn gave her a disbelieving look as she took out five tall highball glasses, placed them on the bar in front of her and filled them with ice. She added a heavy shot of Seagram’s Seven to each glass from her bar gun and then topped each drink off with a squirt of Seven Up, from a second bar gun.

		

		“Made up what stuff?” she asked, sliding four of the glasses toward the other girls and keeping one for herself. “That was all strictly legit, kid. The two-hundred grand a year and living here at the house, and all of that other stuff--that’s what being part of the posse currently brings with it. And you’re our newest member—provided you can pass the initiation test, that is.”

		

		Adie’s mouth hung open. She accepted her offered drink from Marsha and woodenly clicked her rim against the other four girls’ drinks in a toast as she asked, “Two-hundred thousand dollars a year--what initiation, what test?”

		

		Inga smiled and said, “Being a member the Pussy Posse, sweetie, entails just two things--you’ve gotta’ be able to party like a red-hot mama, and you gotta’ be able to rock and roll all night long!”

		

		The four of them all broke out giggling, and Lee-Lee went over to the entertainment center and flipped a switch. The living room, rec room, and the outside speakers in the pool/cabana complex all erupted into a loud, driving hip-hop song.

		

		“Oh, yeah,” Inga shouted, taking a big sip of her drink and beginning to gyrate around the room, wriggling her hips and shaking her breasts. “Thaaas, what I’m talkin’ about, girl!”

		

		The other three, glasses in hand, joined her, shaking and shimmying their way around the room as well, smiling from ear to ear. Watching them in amazement, a huge, tentative smile spreading across her face, Adie whispered aloud, “I can party hard and rock all night…I think…”

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		“Are…are you sure about this, Ing?” Adie asked ten minutes later.

		

		The two of them were standing in the rec room’s open slider leading out to the backyard. They were watching Marsha, Lee-Lee, and Cyn, who were already bare-assed naked and cavorting in the near Olympic-sized pool.

		

		“Oh, come on, how many times did we skinny-dip together in that big pond on Morgan’s Creek back home?” Inga laughed, casually pulling off her bra and pitching it onto the bar. “You know the one I mean, the one through the woods directly behind Brigitte’s house?”

		

		Adie sighed and slid her jeans down her slender legs. Her blouse was already on the floor and, as she stepped clear of the jeans, she was now clad only in her panties and bra.

		

		Inga smiled and stripped off her own panties. Adie’s eyes grew wide with surprise.

		

		“You’re bald! What happened to your…you know…fur?”

		

		“A complete Brazilian wax job takes care of that, darling,” Inga replied.

		

		“How…how long does something like that last?” Adie asked, her eyes never leaving Inga’s petite, very pink, incredibly cute pussy lips.

		

		“About a month and a half to two months,” Inga answered. “It hurts like hell the first time, but you get used to it.”

		

		Another look of realization crossed Adie’s face. “You don’t have any tan lines, either!”

		

		“Nah, just look at that backyard, Ad,” Inga said, her hand sweeping the expansive, landscaped yard. “My walls are made out of solid brick and they’re fifteen feet high. That’s another reason I bought this place, for the privacy. Now, come on, let’s get wet!”

		

		“Jesus, this is heaven!” Adie sighed.

		

		She was floating on her back in the big pool, looking around, slightly glassy-eyed from all of the unfamiliar champagne and whiskey she’d drunk so far today. The sun was getting lower in the sky, it was seventy-five degrees, the pool water was seventy-two degrees, the yard surrounding her was perfect, the day was perfect…everything was perfect!

		

		“Hey, you little otter--get out of that pool for a second and try a hit of this!” Marsha yelled just then.

		

		Adie turned her head lazily toward the cabana bar and saw Marsha—big, buxom, and absolutely stunning in her total nakedness—holding up a joint of marijuana. Adie had only tried that once before in her life, at a house party last winter. She hadn’t been all that impressed.

		

		“Oh, that’s okay,” she shouted back. “I tried that stuff once and it didn’t do a thing for me. You guys go ahead.”

		

		“Fuck too!” Lee-Lee yelled, giggling.

		

		Lee was sitting on a bar stool drinking yet another seven and seven. Her smallish but very cute breasts jiggled wildly as she laughed. “This is primo shit, Adie! We lifted a bunch of it just last week from my old man’s stash out in his garage and he only buys the very best. Come over here and give it a try with us.”

		

		“Yeah, come on, new girl,” Cyn chided her gently. “You’re a posse pussy now, remember?”

		

		Adie grinned and paddled over to the steps to get out of the pool. She absolutely adored being a posse pussy! These wild, carefree, rich, exciting girls were the most exotic beings she’d ever met in her entire life. The fact that they’d now taken her under their respective wings the same way they had Inga, when she’d first moved out here, set Adie’s heart to racing with pure joy.

		

		“Okay, I’m game,” she said, emerging from the pool but still feeling somewhat shy about her milk-white Midwest body, with her smallish breasts and—in her opinion, nothing-special legs and butt—in the presence of Inga and these other west coast goddesses.

		

		“This is righteous weed of the highest caliber,” Cyn warned her as she fired up the joint and took a deep drag before passing it back to Marsha.

		

		“Yeah, don’t hit it too hard the first time around or you’ll cough like a motherfucker and lose all the smoke,” Marsha advised her, and then sucked in a large lungful of the acrid smoke.

		

		Adie giggled at Marsha’s casual use of the word “motherfucker”. She admonished herself to get over it. Everything was different in this exotic place. Inga had once told her when she’d first arrived out here that moving from St. Croix to Beverly Hills hadn’t been like moving to a new town—that it had been more like moving to a new planet!

		

		“Here we go,” Lee-Lee said, accepting the spliff and taking a drag that was so massive it made Adie gasp, just watching her do it.

		

		“Lee is generally excessive about almost everything,” Inga explained with a little smile as she took the smoking roach from her friend. “You get used to it, after a while. Besides, she’s not as excessive as Marsh—no one is as excessive as Marsh!”

		

		Inga hammered the joint fairly hard herself and then passed it on to Adie. She accepted it gingerly, not used to handling burning objects, since she didn’t smoke cigarettes and had only smoked weed that one time. She fit the end to her mouth and drew out a small, respectable hit, held it deep in her lungs and passed the now small joint back to Cyn.

		

		Cyn picked up a roach clip from the top of the bar, took a mighty second hit, and passed the tiny remains of the once fat cigarette, held in the clip, to Marsha. In one smooth motion, Marsha finished it, pinched the miniscule end to put out whatever ember was left live, and ate what was left. She chased it with a gulp of her cocktail.

		

		“Second round, and then I vote we order the pies, babes,” the big redhead said, gathering up a second joint from the bar top and firing it up. “I’m already starting to get the munchy-jones from that first joint.”

		

		“You got it, chica,” Cyn said, taking the new spliff between her fingers. “Lee, you call Salvatore’s and have ‘em deliver three family size Kitchen Sinks and a bunch of cheesy bread sticks to us after this hit, okay?”

		

		Lee-Lee grinned and nodded eagerly. “God, I can practically taste it already!”

		

		She turned toward Adie and explained brightly, “It’s the best fuckin’ pizza in southern Cal, babe--the best you’ve ever tasted in your whole life!”

		

		Adie nodded back, sure that it was. She suddenly found herself famished at the very thought of pizza! She took the offered joint from Lee-Lee, who was now dashing naked across the patio toward the house and the phone, and sucked in a huge lungful of the smoke.

		

		God, I’m flying! All of that booze and this dope have me absolutely flying! No wonder Inga loves it so much out here…this is fucking incredible!

		

		****

		

		“I’m glad we don’t have any more of that,” Adie sighed contentedly an hour later.

		

		The party had moved back inside when the pizza had arrived. Inga had donned a heavy robe, answered the door, paid for everything, and then had gone back into the rec room to call them all in to eat.

		

		“Why, don’t tell you didn’t like it?” Marsha asked incredulously.

		

		“I’m glad we don’t have any more because if we had it, I’d eat it!” Adie explained with a chuckle. “That was the best pizza I ever ate! And those bread sticks—those things were fucking insanely good. I’m pretty sure that their addictive!”

		

		The girls all beamed and took another hit of the German beer they were drinking with dinner. Adie looked at the four smiling beauties, still as naked as the day they were born, and shook her head.

		

		“Don’t you guys ever wear clothes?” she asked.

		

		“Clothes are over-rated, chica,” Cyn assured he with a wink, “although they do have their place. And tomorrow, we’re gonna’ take you shopping, to make sure that all of your clothes are absolutely cutting edge.”

		

		She grinned again at her new young friend and added, “You’re a posse girl now, so fashion is of the utmost importance.”

		

		Adie looked stricken for just a moment. She whispered, how am I gonna’ pay for all of that, Cyn?”

		

		“You’re not. Ingafilms, Ltd. is gonna’ pay for all that,” Cyn assured her. “You’re one of us now, kid, so just sit back, relax, and enjoy the ride.”

		

		****

		

		“It’s so beautiful!” Adie sighed, tears rolling down both cheeks as she stared into the bedroom she’d chosen.

		

		“Why are you crying, kitten?” Inga asked putting an arm around her old friend’s shoulders. “I thought you liked this one best; between the two empty bedrooms I had left. Did you secretly want the other one?”

		

		“No, God, this one’s perfect!” Adie turned her head and looked at Inga, her eyes brimming with tears. “It’s just that this furniture is so gorgeous, and it’s brand new. And my new closet…my closet is almost as big as my whole room was back in Minnesota.”

		

		“Then what are the waterworks for?” Marsha asked from behind them.

		

		The three girls stood in the hallway, peering into Adie’s new bedroom. They all had clothes on again, having gotten showered off and dressed after their second, post-pizza dip in the pool. Adie had on her own bra and panties once more and a pair of Lee-Lee’s shorts and one of her tops. They fit her reasonably well.

		

		“It’s just that…I never dreamed I’d ever have a room like this one, in a house this big and beautiful,” Adie said in a halting voice. “And I surely never dreamed that I’d get to part of the posse!”

		

		Marsha beamed and slapped her smartly across her trim little butt. The big redhead said simply, “It’s California, kid, where it pays to dream big. This is where the magic happens, you know?”

		

		****

		

		“Fuck!” Adie whispered under her breath as she stared down at the price tag on the cute pair of shorts that had caught her eye.

		

		“What?” Inga asked, looking over at her friend.

		

		“These shorts are just darling, but they cost two-hundred and ninety-five bucks!” Adie said under her breath, not wanting to cause a scene in the tony Rodeo Drive shop.

		

		“It’s Dolce & Gabbana, kitten,” Inga said, as if that explained everything. “It costs what it costs. Now, those will look terrific on you, so try ‘em on, and if you want ‘em, buy ‘em, okay?”

		

		“Okay,” Adie answered woodenly, not quite believing that her oldest childhood friend was now comfortable with the idea of three-hundred-dollar casual shorts.

		

		“Chica, check these out!” Marsha said, rushing up to Adie with a pair of extremely cute panties. “We could get you four or five of these, for everyday wear. You’d rock these, with that tight little ass of yours!”

		

		Adie somehow kept from blushing over Marsha’s loud, public description of her butt. She eyed the panties, which were absolutely gorgeous, and which probably would look very nice on her.

		

		“How much are they a pair?” Adie asked, dreading the answer.

		

		“Oh, I don’t know, ninety or a hundred bucks,” Marsha shrugged. “What do you think? Should we get four or five?”

		

		A hundred bucks for a pair of frigging panties!

		

		She flashed back to last fall, when she and her mom had gone underwear shopping at the local Target store, and Momma had stocked her up on panties for the upcoming school year. They’d bought several pairs of women’s seamless bikini panties, with French cut sides, for eleven dollars each—and that was two pairs of panties per package!

		

		“Uh, I don’t know, Marsh,” she said, smiling weakly at her new friend. “Whatever you think, okay?”

		

		“Okay!” Marsha said, tossing several pair of the expensive panties in her hand basket and then reaching over to select a few pair of similar undies in a different color. She threw them in too.

		

		“Come on, let’s check out these tops!”

		

		Adie sighed and let the bigger girl drag her by the elbow toward a rack of obscenely expensive tops…

		

		****

		

		“Please tell me we did not just spend sixteen fucking thousand dollars on clothes this morning!” Adie whispered aloud, but mostly to herself.

		

		She was sitting out by the pool, naked again, with her oldest friend and her three new ones. Shaking her head in disbelief, she took another bite of one of the delicious ham sandwiches they’d bought at a deli on the way back from Rodeo Drive, and then chased it with a swallow of Mexican beer.

		

		“Eh, we’ll do better next time,” Marsha assured her with a grin, adjusting her sunglasses on her pert nose. “What we got for you today was a start, anyway.”

		

		Jesus, I feel like I’ve moved into Cinderella’s castle! Adie thought, swigging down the last of her beer. Money doesn’t mean a thing here, and no one tells me I’m too young to drink whatever I want to drink, or that it’s illegal to smoke dope, or that I can’t do this or I can’t do that…

		

		“What’s got you smilin’ so large, chica?” Lee-Lee asked her just then, noticing the huge smile that had crept onto Adie’s features as she considered her current, startling new lifestyle.

		

		“Life in general…chica,” she answered, her smile growing even larger as she tentatively tried out the new “posse” word for the first time.

		

		She liked it. She liked the way it sounded as it rolled from her lips. She liked that it was a California word the posse used and that she was now one of them, and that now she could use it, too, and not feel self-conscious about it.

		

		“So, we do another hour or so of swim and sun, and then a little nap and more shopping?” Inga asked no one in particular.

		

		“Sounds good to me,” Cyn answered, turning over on her towel atop the chaise lounge she occupied next to the pool, so that she could get some sun on her awesomely tight little butt cheeks and her long, shapely legs. “We’ve simply got to find a party outfit for Adie to wear on Saturday night.”

		

		“Uh-huh!” Lee-Lee agreed enthusiastically. “I got Riley to invite some of his hunkier frat bros to Saturday’s bash, so our newest posse cutie has got to find something really hot to wear.”

		

		“College boys…there’s going to be college guys at this party?” Adie asked nervously. “I doubt I’m even ready for high school boys, not if they’re from around here!”

		

		“Nonsense, you’re way cute,” Marsha grinned over at her, unabashedly staring at Adie’s naked breasts. “Those little cupcakes of yours are as pretty as can be, and those tiny pink cherries on top will drive the boys wild, trust me!”

		

		Adie felt herself blush. She glanced at Marsha’s enormous, perfect breasts and sighed. “I doubt any boys are going to be seeing my…uh…cherries on Saturday night, Marsh, so they probably won’t have the chance to go wild over them!”

		

		Marsha sighed and shook her head in mock exasperation. “Don’t tell me we’ve got another Minnesota virgin on our hands. God, doesn’t anybody fuck out there?”

		

		The girls looked at Adie, and then over at Inga, and then back again. Adie squirmed on her lounger, turning even redder—she could feel it!

		

		“I…I’m not a virgin,” she finally admitted, her voice a tiny whisper.

		

		She looked over at Inga and shrugged. “After what you said a month or two ago, one night, when we were talking on the phone--you said that making love to the right guy was incredible--so I thought, ‘What the heck? What am I waiting for?’”

		

		“Who?” Inga demanded, grinning broadly. “Who was the lucky boy? Was it anyone I know?”

		

		Adie nodded and averted her eyes. “Do you remember Toby Peterson?”

		

		“Not Toby Peterson!” Inga gasped. “But he was always so…wild! Did he change or something?”

		

		With an embarrassed little smile, Adie admitted, “No, he’s just like he always was…trying to score with every cute girl he meets.”

		

		She looked at her old friend and shrugged. “He kept asking me out, as a kind of a joke, really, since he knew I didn’t put out. So, I was aware of exactly what he wanted from me, when he kept after me.”

		

		Adie’s blush deepened but she plunged ahead. She admitted to her friends, new and old, “Well, that’s what I wanted to do, wasn’t it—to try sex—so I figured why not do it with Toby? At least I knew he was experienced.”

		

		Inga was staring at her, a huge smile on her beautiful face. She gave Adie an encouraging look, clearly wanting to hear the rest.

		

		“Well, I was already on the pill. My doctor put me on them to even out my periods when I was sixteen, and I never stopped taking them, so I figured…what do I have to lose, besides my virginity, I mean. So, I went out with him and, sure enough, we ended up…doing it on our first and only date!”

		

		“Was it good?” Inga asked hopefully.

		

		“It wasn’t awful,” Adie said wistfully. “It didn’t hurt that bad when he…you know… managed to push his way inside me, past my…cherry, but he didn’t last all that long, once he was finally in, so I never…you know?”

		

		“Aw, gee, kid—that sucks!” Marsha said sympathetically. “But it’s pretty common, really. I let my first guy bang me back when I was really young…I don’t know…twelve, thirteen maybe? He was a little older, maybe fifteen or sixteen, but it was still a case of the vision-impaired leading the totally blind, so it wasn’t that great either.”

		

		“Whose first time was?” Cyn asked. “Mine was just as bad, and I know Lee’s wasn’t any better.”

		

		“Yeah, but Inga’s first time was pretty fuckin’ hot!” Lee-Lee said with a smirk and an evil little giggle.

		

		Inga turned bright red. Adie smiled and asked, “So…I gather that Riley wasn’t your first?”

		

		There was dead silence for thirty seconds or so. At last, Cyn spoke up and said, “Posse rules, Ing. We have no secrets from each other, so tell her.”

		

		“Oh, God,” Inga sighed.

		

		She looked over at Adie and said, hesitantly, “Well, there was this big party at the Ridge place. Lonnie and June-Ellen were called away to Las Vegas at the last minute, so they insisted Riley come home for the weekend to chaperone us girls, since there was a posse sleepover in progress…”

		

		****

		

		“And you…you…fucked them…all?” Adie gasped in disbelief.

		

		Inga gave her a wry little smile and said, “I blew a bunch of them too, and some of them had me more than once. It was a real fuckorama, Ad. It was my first time at a party like that, and I was drunk and stoned and oh, so horny, as it turned out. What can I tell you? I was just like you; on your date with Toby Peterson…I decided that I really wanted to learn all about sex, so I ended up pulling the train for the whole crew.”

		

		“Jesus!” Adie murmured.

		

		“Hey, she wasn’t the only one at that party,” Marsha said in Inga’s defense. “Lee and Cyn and I all did some heavyweight sucking and fucking at that little get-together, too. Don’t think we didn’t.”

		

		“Yeah, that’s true,” Cyn spoke up, her own evil grin appearing once again. “It got so drunk and crazy that night that Lee-Lee even fucked her own brother, Riley!”

		

		“Hey! That was kind of an accident!” Lee-Lee blurted, suddenly embarrassed. “That wasn’t supposed to happen…it just kind of did.”

		

		“That’s true,” Inga agreed. “It was that kind of a night.”

		

		Adie was aware that her mouth had dropped open. She closed it and said in a quiet little voice, “I’m not sure I’m ready to party with you guys. I only did it with that one guy--that one time--and frankly, I wasn’t all that good at it. It sounds like I’m gonna’ be way, way out of my league at one of your parties!”

		

		“Oh, this party on Saturday will be much more sedate,” Inga assured her. “It won’t get all out of hand like that one did.”

		

		“Fuck too!” Marsha said with a grin. “It will if I have anything to say about it.”

		

		“Be quiet, you big slut!” Inga chided her, tossing an ice cube from the ice chest full of beer at her.

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		“Now that looks fuckin’ hot on you, babe!” Marsha said.

		

		“Way hot,” Lee-Lee agreed, “that’s the one.”

		

		“But it comes down so…far in the back,” Adie complained, eying the incredibly sexy jumpsuit she had on in the mirror. “My…butt crack shows and, because it’s cut so low back there, you can’t wear a bra with it!”

		

		“That’s part of its charm, princess!” Cyn assured her. “That little ass of yours is as tight and cute as it can be. It’s time to show it off a little.”

		

		“Yeah, and those pointy little nipples of yours jutting out against that satiny material when you wear this thing braless will drive guys nuts!” Inga said, beaming.

		

		Do I really wanna’ drive guys nuts? Do I want them staring at my butt, or my…my titties?

		

		Adie turned, admiring—in spite of herself—the way the shimmery material clung to her ass cheeks, showing them off. The jumpsuit was not too low cut in front, but in back, it came down all the way past the start of her butt crack, emphasizing the shapeliness of the twin moons of flesh. She turned and sighed with reluctance once more as she saw how briefly the shorts part of this ensemble was cut. They were nothing but short-shorts, really!

		

		“I dunno’,” Adie murmured to the four on looking girls, “I’ve never worn anything this sexy in my life. As a matter of fact, I’ve never seen anything this sexy before—even on TV!”

		

		“Then you need to start watching more adult channels,” Cyn said in a voice that was meant to end all arguments. “You look blazing hot in that jumpsuit, darling. The black and teal and blue pattern brings out how white and flawless your skin is. Now, let’s go find you some shoes to go with it.”

		

		****

		

		“Okay, I’ve got to admit, I do look pretty damned sexy in this outfit,” Adie sighed nervously, looking at herself in the full-length mirror.

		

		They were at Jimmy Choo’s on Rodeo Drive. Adie was still wearing the new jumpsuit, so that they could add shoes to complement it. Lee-Lee had found a pair of leather espadrille-style sandals with almost five-inch heels, the straps made of a snake-skin print. Since they featured wedge--rather than stiletto--heels, Adie found that she could walk confidently in them without feeling as if she were about to topple over.

		

		The shoes cost four-hundred and fifty dollars a pair--but when you had just spent a hundred dollars a pair on panties--that suddenly seemed almost like a bargain, Adie thought to herself.

		

		“Gees, I do look kind of hot in these, don’t I?” She asked hopefully, looking up from the shoes to her four friends.

		

		“Smokin’!” Marsha assured her, beaming.

		

		“On fire, for sure, Ad,” Lee-Lee said, clearly proud that she had been the one to suggest them, “those make your legs look longer and sexier.”

		

		“Oh, this is going to be such fun,” Inga smiled at her and put an arm over her shoulders. “I’m going to be so proud of my little Adie at that party. You’re going to dazzle all the boys in this outfit and those shoes, kitten.”

		

		“Especially after we do her makeup,” Cyn said, smiling in agreement. “No more of the Minnesota farm girl look for you--you’re going to look like a Hollywood hottie after we get done with you, Adie, darling. Count on it!”

		

		****

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh! Oh, yeah, just like thaaaaaat!”

		

		Adie sat up in her bed, the loud moan and whispered words had startled her out of a deep sleep. Maybe, she had imagined it. Maybe it had been part of a dream and she didn’t remember…

		

		“Yeah, oh, fuck, yes…do it just like that, babe!”

		

		It sounded like it was coming from right next door. Adie got out of bed and pulled her new robe on over the sheer baby-doll pajamas the girls had insisted that she buy.

		

		Tying the robe closed, she opened the door to her room and looked around. The hallway was dark. She glanced back over her shoulder at the bedside alarm clock and saw that it was just past two in the morning.

		

		“Oh, fuck, that feels so nice!” Adie heard a frantic whisper and realized that it was coming from Marsha’s room, next door to hers.

		

		The door was slightly ajar. She went out into the hallway and padded over to it.

		

		Maybe I should just close it all the way and go back to bed. She’s probably just having some sort of really vivid dream from all of that spicy Mexican food we gobbled down for dinner tonight.

		

		There was another loud moan. Adie stood dithering in the hall for another long moment.

		

		Maybe it’s not a dream. Maybe it’s a nightmare…that time it almost sounded like she was moaning in pain!

		

		Adie made up her mind. She slowly eased the door open just a crack.

		

		The lamp next to Marsha’s big bed was on its lowest setting, bathing the room in a soft, amber glow. The big redhead was in the middle of the bed, naked, and Lee-Lee Ridge, who was also naked, was between her spread legs, on her stomach. She had one of Marsha’s elongated nipples between the fingers of each hand and was squeezing them gently as she slowly trailed her extended tongue up and down the bigger girl’s juicy, shaved pussy slit.

		

		OMIGOD! They’re…they’re…lesbians!

		

		Adie watched, thunderstruck, as her two new friends sighed and moaned and caressed each other. Marsha’s eyes were half closed in what appeared to be pure ecstasy, and her hands trailed through Lee-Lee’s long, silky brown hair as the girl licked and licked.

		

		“Suck it, Lee!” Marsha said in her sexy growl of a voice. “I’m coming, suck my clitty hard, babe!”

		

		Lee-Lee did just as her lover asked, and Marsha gasped. She worked her big, shapely ass up off the bed, grinding her pussy against Lee-Lee’s willing mouth as the girl tugged hard on her big nipples and licked and sucked like mad!

		

		“Aggghhhhhhhh! Oh, oh, fuck, it’s a really good one, Lee darling!” Marsha groaned, obviously orgasming hard. “Oh, baby, you eat me so nice!”

		

		Adie stood rooted to the carpet. She wanted to close the door and give the two girls some privacy, but she couldn’t seem to move. She’d heard about gay girls and lesbian rights and political correctness and all of that—so she certainly wasn’t about to put Lee-Lee and Marsha down for their…orientation—but she also had never actually seen anything like this before!

		

		It’s so intense, and so unexpected, and so…hot! I can’t believe how sexy it is, watching two such gorgeous girls being so…intimate with one another!

		

		Lee-Lee stopped her frantic tonguing and sucking as Marsha let out a long sigh and eased herself back down onto the mattress. She smiled at her lithe lover and held her arms open wide.

		

		“Was that a big one?” Lee-Lee asked, pushing herself up off the bed and moving up into Marsha’s embrace.

		

		“You know it was, you cute little pussy-licker, you,” Marsha sighed, enfolding her in her arms as their lips met, Lee-Lee’s still shiny with girl come.

		

		Adie watched for another minute, unable to tear her eyes away as the two lovers kissed, and then broke apart. Wordlessly, Lee-Lee went over onto her back, next to Marsha, and the bigger girl slid down between the lanky brunette’s thighs, stopping to kiss and suckle both of her exquisite little nipples on her way downward.

		

		As Marsha began licking Lee-Lee’s pussy, Adie took a deep breath and eased the door back to the almost-shut position in which she had found it minutes before. She slipped back into her own room and got back into bed, doffing her robe once more before she did so.

		

		How do I feel about that—knowing that some of my new girlfriends are…gay? She asked herself the question as she lay in the darkness, thinking about what she’d just witnessed.

		

		I don’t know what to think, she admitted after mulling it over for a few more moments.

		

		She did know one thing, though. After replaying the torrid scene she’d just peeked in on--she wished to God that she had the vibrator that was carefully hidden away in her room back in St. Croix!

		

		“Gees, they looked so hot together!” Adie murmured in the stillness of her room as she slipped a finger onto her thoroughly aroused clit and began to tease it as she recalled what she’d just seen. “They looked so incredibly, fucking hot together!”

		

		Adie moaned softly and stroked herself faster. She was still uncertain about what she thought of lesbian love, but she had to admit, it was damned stimulating to watch!

		

		****

		

		“What’s this?” Adie asked the next morning at breakfast, picking up the envelope that she found next to her plate.

		

		“Payday!” Lee-Lee giggled happily, helping herself to some of the crisp bacon Inga had fried up for breakfast. “It’s Friday, so its payday…glorious, wonderful, magical…payday!”

		

		“No shit,” Marsha agreed, grinning broadly and picking up her own envelope, “I just love being gainfully employed.”

		

		“Me too,” Cyn said with a smile, tearing her own envelope open. She glanced up at Inga, who was pouring them all coffee before sitting down to start on her eggs, toast and bacon breakfast and said, “Thanks, boss.”

		

		“You’re welcome, minion,” Inga replied with a saucy grin, sliding into her chair. “You are all welcome.”

		

		Curious as to what she’d find, Adie smiled and opened her own envelope. The check inside was made out in her name. It was written for two-thousand, nine-hundred, and sixteen dollars and sixty-six cents.

		

		“Holy fuck!” Adie gasped, staring in disbelief at the amount.

		

		“Yeah, I know,” Marsha commiserated, “taxes are a bitch, aren’t they? You should sign up with my dad to handle your money, kid. He can get you into some shelters and maybe find a way to let keep a little more of it away from Uncle.”

		

		Adie looked up, shocked. “You mean we get this much money every week?

		

		“Yep, it started out as sixteen-thousand, six-hundred and sixty-six dollars and sixty-six cents a month—that’s two-hundred grand divided my twelve months,” Cyn said with a little shrug, “but then Uncle Sam takes his cut, and this is what’s left.”

		

		“Barely enough left for beer and gas, or to pay for clothes with,” Marsha commented wryly, eating a piece of bacon in two bites.

		

		“You don’t pay for gas or beer or clothes, for that matter,” Inga reminded her. “I do.”

		

		“Oh, yeah,” Marsha grinned, “I feel better now.”

		

		****

		

		“Thanks, so much for offering to run me downtown,” Adie said to Marsha as the big girl hit the remote in her hand, opening a garage bay near the center of the six-stall garage. “I’m anxious to open and account and deposit this.”

		

		“No problemo, chica,” Marsha answered, going around to the driver’s side of the perfectly restored 1970 Plymouth Barracuda convertible she drove.

		

		“Holy shit, what’s this?” Adie asked, eying the bright pink muscle car with its folded down white top and its white leather upholstery.

		

		“It’s my baby,” Marsha said proudly. “It’s a 1970 ‘Cuda, with the four-twenty-six Hemi V-8—rated at four-hundred and twenty-five horsepower—and the three-speed, beefed-up Torque-Flight transmission.”

		

		“What does all that mean?” Adie asked--her eyes still wide as she stared at the powerful-looking car with its big radial, black wall tires and the shiny, chrome-spoked custom wheels.

		

		Marsha got in and gestured for Adie to do the same. Once she was seated, Marsha winked and said, “It means it goes like a bat out of hell!”

		

		The engine cranked over and roared to life. Marsha gunned the motor once and the whole neighborhood shook. It settled back into a throaty rumble as the redhead dropped her sunglasses into place on her pert nose and put the car into reverse.

		

		They nosed through the front gates, where only a few stalwart paparazzi lounged in the shadows, waiting for Inga to appear, and Marsha turned right, toward central Beverly Hills. She punched the accelerator and the Barracuda leapt down the street amid a squeal of burning rubber and a roar from the big engine that totally obliterated the driving hip-hop coming from the large custom speaker system.

		

		Jesus, this is like riding in a pink rocket ship! Adie thought as the convertible hurled down the quiet residential street, with mansions and estates flying by on both sides, her head pressed back up against the rest behind it from the sheer acceleration.

		

		The automatic transmission caught second gear hard, the tires chirping again, and then Marsha let off on the gas, the car coasting through a slow-down, its pipes popping and rumbling as the speed lessened. She looked over at Adie, beaming.

		

		“I love this fucking car! It’s the only one like it in LA, maybe on the whole west coast!”

		

		Adie grinned back. She thought to herself, this car is so much like its owner--loud, brassy, and beautiful--one of a kind!

		

		****

		

		On the way back from the bank, Marsha took Beverly Boulevard until she came to Pan Pacific Park. Abruptly she turned left and entered the big park.

		

		Pulling over, Marsha shut off the powerful engine. She turned and looked over at her passenger.

		

		“I had kind of an ulterior motive for volunteering to take you to the bank this morning,” she said. “See…I saw you watching Lee and I last night, as we were getting it on together.”

		

		Adie froze. Her heart was suddenly racing. She didn’t know what to say.

		

		Marsha smiled. “Hey, it’s okay. Lee and I made lots of noise on purpose, in hopes that you’d get curious and look in on us. If we’d wanted to keep everything a secret, we’d have gotten together in Lee’s room instead—it’s all the way on the other side of the house. You would have never heard a thing!”

		

		Adie thought it over and knew that Marsha was telling the truth. Lee-Lee’s room was a long way from hers and Marsha’s.

		

		“Why…why did you want me to see you two together?”

		

		Marsha laughed. “You had to know sometime, cutie! Posse rules, remember—no secrets between sisters?”

		

		“Well, I don’t have a problem with it,” Adie primly assured her. “It’s two-thousand and twelve; if you and Lee are gay, well…so what?”

		

		“Gay…us? Marsha snorted with amusement. “Lee and I are bi, Adie! We love guys, but we certainly don’t mind licking a little pussy, in between guys, you know?”

		

		“Oh,” Adie said quietly, suddenly understanding. “Well, that’s fine, too. I’ve read that lots of people are…bisexual. It’s no big deal, nowadays, I guess.”

		

		Marsha smiled patiently at her, and then said, “It’s not just us…Cyn and Inga are just as bent as Lee and I.”

		

		“OMIGOD!” Adie gasped, “Not Inga, surely…she can’t be…like that, can she?”

		

		“Lee, Cyn, and I talked it over,” Marsha explained, still smiling sympathetically as she spoke. “We decided that it would be better for you to find out from us, rather than walk in on Ing unexpectedly some day when she was busy gobbling pussy like a wild girl.”

		

		Adie sat motionless, trying to imagine her oldest friend doing that! She couldn’t. Inga was the most girly-girl she knew; she was just so incredibly feminine. Inga was gorgeous, and cute, and friendly and…and she just couldn’t be…that way, too! Could she?

		

		“I…I’m having trouble dealing with that idea,” Adie admitted at last. “I’ve known her for, like, forever. We played Barbies together, for God’s sake!”

		

		Marsha laughed and patted the disbelieving girl on the shoulder. She shook her long red hair and said, “So did Lee and Cyn and I, kid. We met way back in kindergarten, and yet…”

		

		Adie thought that over. How could a girl she’d known virtually her whole life turn out to be…?

		

		“Holy shit!” Adie blurted. “Does this mean that I…you know, since I’m a posse member…have to…you know…try to be like that too?

		

		“Christ, no,” Marsha assured her with a laugh, “we all have strict orders from Inga to keep our paws off of you, hon, so don’t worry. You can stay as straight as the proverbial arrow, if that’s what you want to do.”

		

		After a pause, Marsha winked at her and reached for the ignition key. She whispered in her low, sexy, gravely voice, “But if you ever do have a yen to try a walk on the wild side, be sure and let me know, okay? Because I happen to think you’re cute as hell!”

		

		Adie gave a frightened little squeak and sat up straighter in her seat. She gulped and finally worked up the courage to ask shyly, “You…you do?”

		

		“Oh, yeah, you’re a real little hottie, Ad,” Marsha replied with a big, wolfish grin, and cranked the ignition.

		

		The big car rumbled to life and Marsha did a u-turn, headed back out to Beverly Boulevard and home. Adie sat back in the seat, shivering involuntarily when she thought about what she’d seen Marsha and Lee doing last night…and then an image of Marsha and her in bed together instead of Lee, crept into Adie’s head!

		

		She glanced over at her big redheaded, bisexual friend in her cute designer shorts and top, with her twelve-hundred-dollar sunglasses, and sighed. Marsha was incredibly chic and voluptuous and—from what Adie had observed last night—extremely hot in bed.

		

		And she wants me, she thought as they swung onto Beverly and headed back for Inga’s. She’s this sophisticated, hip, Beverly Hills hottie, and she wants me!

		

		Adie couldn’t help it, she smiled. Not that I’d ever actually let her do anything with me like that…but it is just so incredibly exciting…knowing that she wants to!

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		“Saturday, Saturday…” Inga sang--shaking her hips and shimmying her big breasts in the tiny halter she was wearing.

		

		An old Elton John song was blasting over the speakers, something about Saturday night being all right, and the girls were gyrating around the rec room to it, giddily drinking seven and sevens and singing at the top of their lungs. Dinner was over, numerous cocktails had been drunk, and several joints had been smoked. The party portion of the evening was well under way.

		

		They had been sitting at the bar, talking about tomorrow night—Saturday night’s party—when the old song had come of the oldies radio station Lee-Lee had selected. Immediately, they’d turned the volume up and begun to sing along.

		

		Earlier, Adie had danced with the rest of them, laughing and drinking. She had smoked her share of dope, as they all had, and was feeling on top of the world again.

		

		Now, she sat at the bar, slyly watching the other four, looking for signs of flirtation or “special looks” that might flit between them, now that she was aware of the unique relationship, they all shared. Several times tonight, she thought she’d spotted a furtive glance, a significant little smile, pass between Lee and Marsha, and once, even between Inga and Cyn!

		

		God, I wonder if they’re going to all get together and lick each other’s pussies, once I go to sleep tonight? She thought, not entirely sure how she felt about that. It’s kinky and weird to think of them all together, and naked, like that, but it’s kind of a turn on too!

		

		They’re all so fucking gorgeous…I bet guys would pay a fortune to see four hotties like them getting all lezzy with each other!

		

		Adie finished her drink and went over to the bar to make a new one. She had to admit, the whole sex thing sort of made her feel left out, even though she was right in the middle of the party.

		

		Now that I know about the girl-girl hook ups, I’m feeling all odd-gal-out in this group again, just like when I first got here. Still, it’s not like I’m gonna’ turn into some sort of lezzy-girl, just to fit in!

		

		“Bump!” Cyn called out, just as Adie had completed her drink and taken a big first sip of the strong cocktail.

		

		Inga jumped over near Cyn and the two of them bumped hips in time to the song. Adie smiled, watching the two statuesque, beautiful girls wriggle and bump their sleek asses in time to the music. Lee-Lee and Marsha, not to be outdone, turned away from each other, bent slightly at the waist, and rubbed their butts together as they danced.

		

		“Hey, don’t be a wallflower!” Inga shouted to Adie, grinning. “Get your cute little ass over here and dance with us!”

		

		Adie took three big swallows of her drink, for courage, and put it on the bar. Smiling shyly, she jumped in the middle, between Ing and Cyn, and Lee-Lee and Marsha.

		

		“Bump it, baby!” Marsha growled, shifting her weight in Adie’s direction.

		

		“Like this?” Adie asked, tentatively bumping her trim little butt against Marsha’s large, shapely, shorts-clad cheek.

		

		“Oh, yeah!” Inga shouted, “That’s it, now over here, babe!”

		

		Adie swung her hips in Inga’s direction and they nudged bottoms with each other. Adie caught onto the rhythm and shifted her weight to bump butts with Marsha again. The five of them danced and bumped and giggled until the song ended a few beats later.

		

		“That was fun!” Adie laughed, going back over to the bar and picking up her drink. “Do you guys dance together a lot?”

		

		“When the mood takes us,” Marsha grinned and then toasted her with her own half empty drink. “We do lots of fun stuff together.”

		

		The statuesque redhead winked at Adie and then turned to say something to Lee. Adie felt her face turning red as she thought about the barely hidden meaning of Marsh’s comment. She gulped down the rest of her drink and got behind the bar to make another one.

		

		“Hit?” Cyn asked her, coming over to the bar and pulling a fat joint from the pocket of her blouse.

		

		“Don’t mind if I do,” Adie said, reaching for the smoking roach after Cyn had lit it and inhaled a huge lungful of the acrid smoke.

		

		The more fucked up I get; the less all of this lezzy stuff will bother me!

		

		****

		

		It was nearly one in the morning when Adie finally stumbled down the hallway toward her room. She was totally fucked up and loving it!

		

		She had drunk what seemed like a dozen seven and sevens as the five of them had danced and laughed and passed joints around. Lee and Marsha had excused themselves a half hour ago, and Adie had sat at the bar and talked with Cyn and Inga until she began to feel so stoned and drunk that the thought came to her that it really was time for bed.

		

		Once in her room, Adie pulled off her shorts and panties, and then shucked out of her top. Tossing her bra on the pile of clothing, she reached for her sheer baby doll pajamas.

		

		“You don’t need those, girlfriend,” she heard Marsha’s voice say from behind her. “You look just right without any clothes, cutie!”

		

		Whirling around, nearly losing her balance in her impaired state, she saw Lee-Lee and Marsha standing in her open doorway. They were both as naked as she was. They’d been as quiet as a pair of mice in opening the door—Adie hadn’t heard a thing.

		

		“What…what do you guys want?”

		

		The two girls sauntered into the room, closing the door behind them. Marsha stood close to Adie on one side, Lee-Lee on the other.

		

		“We took a vote and decided that it was way past time that you got a hot, thorough, pussy-licking, welcome to the Golden State,” Marsha said, smiling, running her fingertips across Adie’s bare shoulders.

		

		“Yeah, you’re way too sweet-looking to sleep alone every night,” Lee-Lee whispered, leaning in closer on the other side, so close that her erect little nipple brushed against Adie’s left arm.

		

		Adie stood stock still, too terrified to speak or move. Her breath grew rapid as she wondered what the girls would do next.

		

		“What about it, pretty girl?” Marsha asked--leaning in from the opposite side, her big breast pushing against Adie’s other arm. “Don’t you want to play with us?”

		

		“I…I…oh, God!” Adie whined, her tummy doing flip-flops, her clit beginning to throb with excitement--she could feel herself getting wet! “I don’t know! I don’t know what I want!”

		

		“These cute little titties of yours seem to know what they want,” Lee-Lee murmured, staring at Adie’s suddenly very erect, goose-bumpy areolas.

		

		“They sure seem to,” Marsha agreed, slipping her fingers down off the girl’s shoulder and onto her right breast. She found the perky little nipple there and began to tease it gently between her thumb and forefinger.

		

		“Oh, oh my God!” Adie moaned, a huge tremor of excitement rippling from her breast right down into her aroused clitty.

		

		“Ooooh, look how sensitive those cute little things are, Marsh!” Lee sighed, watching Adie moan and shiver at Marsha’s soft touch. “I bet they’d really like this, don’t you think?”

		

		With that, Lee-Lee bent her head and sucked Adie’s jutting left nipple into her mouth and ran her tongue all around it. Adie moaned again, much louder this time, and shivered so hard that her knees almost gave way.

		

		“Oh, poor baby needs to lie down on the bed, so that we can do this right, Lee,” Marsha whispered, tugging at Adie’s nipple just a bit harder.

		

		“Ohhhhh!” the girl sighed, trembling all over again at the incredible sensations her friends’ mouth and fingers were causing her aroused breasts.

		

		In seconds, Adie found herself sprawled in the middle of her bed, on her back. Lee-Lee was sucking her left nipple again. Marsha substituted her mouth for her fingers on Adie’s right breast, sucking and licking hungrily at the tiny pink bud as Lee gobbled the left one.

		

		“Oh, oh, my God!” Adie groaned, the two mouths on her aroused little nipples the most sensual, fantastic thing she’d ever felt in her life. “That feels so good! Oh, fuck, but that’s wonderful!”

		

		Marsha slipped her middle finger into Adie’s juicy little slit and began to slowly finger-fuck it. She whimpered and pushed her hips up off the mattress helplessly. She didn’t want to seem like such a pushover, but she couldn’t seem to help herself—Marsha and Lee-Lee’s mouths felt like pure heaven on her near-virgin titties.

		

		It never felt even half this good when Toby Peterson slobbered all over them that night, just before he fucked me!

		

		The boy’s mouth had been kind of exciting, because it was almost the first time she’d ever let anyone kiss or lick her nipples. But it hadn’t been anywhere near this good!

		

		Just then, she felt Lee-Lee’s fingertips brush her erect clit. Adie sucked in her breath and shivered from head to toe. Lee lightly strummed just the tips of her fingers across the tiny pleasure bead as Marsha continued to jam two fingers in and out of the tight little hole in a steady stroking motion while they gobbled up her nipples in unison.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck!” Adie gasped. “Y-You’re making my poor pussy so hot!”

		

		Marsha lifted her mouth momentarily from the tit she was sucking and smiled over at Lee-Lee. She said, “This little slit is overflowing with lube, babe. Our little girl is a real juicy-Lucy once she gets turned on!”

		

		“Mmmmmm,” Lee-Lee sighed, raising her own mouth up off the nipple she had been sucking. “Sounds delicious to me, girlfriend, maybe I’d better look into that more closely, you think?”

		

		Lee-Lee kissed her way down Adie’s trembling tummy as Marsha’s fingers came clear of her pussy mouth and stole their way up to twist and toy with the nipple Lee had just vacated. Marsha went back to sucking Adie’s right breast.

		

		Adie felt Lee’s hot breath on her pussy and then thought her heart was going to stop from sheer excitement as her friend’s tongue touched her tender little clitty for the first time.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck!” Adie whined as Lee lapped all around her clit and then plunged her tongue deep into the tiny opening below it. “She…she’s eating me—she’s lickin’ my little puss so nice!”

		

		Marsha pulled her mouth off Adie’s breast again, replacing it with her fingertips. She rolled the girl’s super-aroused nipples between her fingers and leaned over her mouth, saying, “Oh, yeah, Lee-Lee’s a hot little cunt eater, babe. She’s almost as good as me.”

		

		Before Adie could say a word, Marsha’s soft, full lips came down on hers. Adie tried for just a second to push the bigger girl away, and then realized how wonderful the exotic, unexpected girl-girl kiss felt!

		

		After another moment, she found herself opening her mouth to let Marsha’s playful tongue inside. Adie groaned up into her redheaded friend’s mouth as the wriggly digit stroked her tongue.

		

		What felt like electric sparks seemed to be suddenly shooting through the surprised girl’s whole body. Adie shuddered--her pussy, breasts, and mouth were alive with forbidden, incredible, delicious sensation!

		

		Adie instinctively brought her hands up and wrapped Marsha’s long, red locks around her fingers, drawing her new lover downward. She kissed the other girl hard, her pussy going crazy as Lee-Lee tongued and kissed it in the same way Marsha was doing her mouth.

		

		Jesus, I’ve never felt anything like this before, Adie marveled, her tits jerking in unison under Marsha’s tweaking fingers, her pussy fluttering in time with her nipples as Lee-Lee sucked lightly on her clit. No wonder girls love to get their pussies eaten--this is fantastic!

		

		Marsha pulled her lips from Adie’s and stared down at her, the bigger girl’s emerald eyes twinkling with mischief and lust. She growled, “You are a little hottie, Adele Anderson. Just like Lee and I thought you were.”

		

		Adie moaned and twisted her hips down onto Lee-Lee’s never ceasing tongue. She was close…so close to a mammoth orgasm!

		

		“Am I?” she sighed up at Marsha. “Am I hot?”

		

		“The hottest,” Marsha assured her as she mashed her lips down onto Adie’s once more and her tongue shot back out and into the smaller girl’s eager mouth.

		

		Lee’s sucking me so nice! Oh, oh, fuck…I’m coming!

		

		Adie wailed up into Marsha’s mouth, orgasming hard. Lee-Lee sucked a huge gush of pussy oil out and swallowed it—Adie heard her do it!

		

		Oh, God, oh, God, I’m coming right in her mouth and she wants it--she wants my come!

		

		Adie’s climax grew even more intense. She writhed under Marsha’s hot kiss, her tongue all over the big girl’s, her nipples jerking in between the redhead’s fingertips, her pussy pouring hot oil into Lee-Lee’s sucking lips.

		

		“Unnngghhhh!” Adie groaned.

		

		She’d never come this hard before in her whole life--she’d never even suspected that she could come this hard! It was sensational, it was heaven, it was so nasty…orgasming on her friend’s slippery tongue while her other friend made out with her!

		

		The hot, pulsing throb of her all-out climax seemed to reverberate through her lean body for forever. When the heady thrill began to ebb, Adie sighed and lay back on the mattress, feeling sensational, sated, and breathless.

		

		“Mmmmmm, you came so nice for us, sweet girl,” Marsha murmured as she pulled her lips from Adie’s and stared down at her, as smile on her face.

		

		The tall redhead lay over on her back, right next to Adie. She put her left hand under her massive breast and offered it to her.

		

		“I’m so turned on from making out with you, cutie,” Marsha purred in her gravely, sexy voice. “Come and lick my nippy for me, please. Suck it a little?”

		

		Adie felt an electric shock pass through her. Could she do that? Could she actually suck another girl’s breast…the way Marsha and Lee-Lee had done hers?

		

		“Come on, pretty baby,” Marsha urged her softly, waggling her big, luscious-looking breast at her, the reddish-pink nipple standing up full and erect in its center, “you know you want to!”

		

		A sharp throb of excitement rippled through Adie’s clit. Did she want to…did she want to suck that big, inviting bud of pink?

		

		Lee-Lee slithered up next to Marsha, on her other side. She smiled at Adie from across the expanse of the big redhead’s lush chest. Lee’s mouth was shiny with girl lube and come; the sight of it sent another pulse of forbidden joy through Adie’s pussy.

		

		“Come here and help me suck my baby’s big girls for her,” Lee-Lee whispered as she snaked her left arm out and took a handful of Adie’s long, reddish-brown hair in her fist.

		

		Lee-Lee tugged lightly, and Adie found herself nose to nose with her, Marsha’s huge left breast right under her mouth. Lee smiled and pulled her closer, their lips meeting right over Marsha’s tits.

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm!” Adie sighed as Lee-Lee’s tongue slipped into her mouth and she tasted her own girl oil for the first time.

		

		It’s sweet—my pussy juice is sweet!

		

		Adie groaned and licked all around Lee-Lee’s delving tongue. She found herself pushing her stiff nipples against Marsha’s soft, warm skin as she kissed Lee hard.

		

		My pussy…it’s getting so wet again! My God, these two are so fucking hot! What’s wrong with me?

		

		“Mmmmmm, you’re a sweetie, kid,” Lee-Lee sighed, breaking off the kiss. “I could make out with you all night!”

		

		Lee-Lee gave Adie a last flirtatious little smile before dropping her lips down over Marsha’s very erect right nipple. She started to suck and Adie saw the tip of the other girl’s tongue escape her lips briefly as she ran it all around the spear of pink flesh.

		

		Marsha stroked Adie’s bare back with her left hand, slowly working it upward, into her hair. She pushed gently and Adie found herself staring at the bigger girl’s left nipple from just inches away.

		

		What the hell…they sucked mine, now didn’t they?

		

		Marsha’s nipple was firm and upright and, much to Adie’s surprise, slightly sweet-tasting as her lips closed around it. She sucked harder and ran her tongue all over the taut little spike of girl flesh, loving the way it tasted, the way it felt in her mouth!

		

		“That’s it, baby girl,” Marsha moaned happily, her eyes half closed with rising lust. “Suck it, suck my big titty for me, doll!”

		

		Adie moaned as well and sucked a little harder. Her pussy clenched, hard, her nipples throbbing fully to life as well as she rubbed them against Marsha’s soft skin.

		

		Lee-Lee made an eager little mewling sound and Adie looked up to see her really going after Marsha’s other nipple. The two of them smiled at each other as they sucked, and Adie felt her clitty pulse again.

		

		Emboldened by Lee’s sly smile of approval, Adie slipped her right hand down Marsha’s tummy and slid her middle finger tentatively into the other girl’s slippery cunny. She fingered it slow and easy, depressing Marsha’s aroused clit every time the digit slid in and out.

		

		“Ohhhhh, oh, yeah!” Marsha sighed. “Do it, baby doll, play with my pussy while you suck my tit!”

		

		Adie nipped at the rubbery little spike between her lips with her sharp front teeth, drawing a groan of pure delight from Marsha. She worked her finger deeper into the slick, tight opening and tapped her tongue against the other girl’s tender nipple.

		

		This is fun—this is great! Who knew playing with another girl would be so exciting…so fucking hot?

		

		Feeling naughtier than she’d ever allowed herself to feel in her whole life—even naughtier than she’d felt when Toby Peterson’s fat cock had knifed through her hymen that night—Adie pulled her finger from Marsha’s pussy and brought it up to her lips. She released the girl’s nipple for a moment and licked all of the thick, oily fluid from her finger as Marsha watched, wide-eyed, approvingly.

		

		“It’s sweet,” Adie sighed, looking boldly down at her new lover. “Your pussy is sweet as can be, Marsh!”

		

		“Then eat it for me, darling, please?”

		

		“Okay.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		“All right, you three, does someone want to tell me what happened last night?” Inga said testily, eying Adie, Lee, and Marsha as they sat at the breakfast table.

		

		“What do you mean, Ing?” Adie said with a little smile. She glanced over at her two co-conspirators and all three of them suddenly burst into a fit of guilty giggles.

		

		“What’s so funny?” Cyn asked as she swept into the kitchen, dressed in her bathrobe, and helped herself to a cup of coffee.

		

		“Something’s up with these three,” Inga said, still glaring at the trio of laughing girls. “They’ve been acting strange all morning.”

		

		Cyn shot them a hard look, quieting the laughter immediately. After a moment, the posse leader smiled knowingly, nodded, and then asked Adie, “So, how did you like your first taste of pussy, darling?”

		

		Adie felt her face turning bright red. She looked down at the remains of her breakfast and didn’t say a word.

		

		“Oh, for Christ’s sake,” Marsha sighed, “can’t a girl suck a little tit around here without everyone giving her the third degree about it?”

		

		Inga looked daggers at Marsha. She said icily, “What did I tell you about Adie, Marsh? But you just couldn’t keep your hands off her, could you, you big slut?”

		

		Marsha started to speak up in her own defense but Adie cut her off.

		

		“Its okay, Ing, I didn’t do anything last night I didn’t want to do.”

		

		After an uneasy moment of total silence in the kitchen, she added, “It was fun.”

		

		Inga just stood staring at Lee and Marsha; her mouth tight with anger. At last, Adie spoke up again.

		

		“I’m not twelve years old anymore, Ing. I can make my own decisions about sex and who I chose to do it with, you know!”

		

		She got up from the table and crossed the kitchen to where Inga stood. Wrapping her arms around her old friend, she gave her a big hug and whispered in her ear, “It’s okay. I really had fun last night with Lee and Marsh, and I feel a lot more like a for real member of the posse now…now that I’m in on everything that goes on around here, okay?”

		

		Inga looked at her old friend. Tears stood in her ice-blue eyes.

		

		“I’m sorry, baby. I guess I shouldn’t have just up and brought you out here, where things are so different. This is my fault…I should have known that this would happen.”

		

		Adie smiled shyly, feeling her face color again. She whispered, “I keep telling you, Ing, nothing bad happened. I loved it--I never had that good a sex in my whole life before!”

		

		She glanced over at Lee and Marsha, who were staring intently at the two of them. Adie grinned and said simply, “Last night was wonderful.”

		

		Inga squeezed her, and Adie turned back to stare into her eyes. Inga whispered, “Are you sure, kitten? Are you sure you’re okay with this kind of life? I know its way different than anything you ever imagined back home.”

		

		Adie thought about that for a moment and then snickered, “You’re definitely right about that—life out here is just about perfect--I absolutely love it!”

		

		She looked over at her two new friends and lovers, her smile growing huge, “I love all of you, and I’m so glad to be one of you!”

		

		Cyn put her coffee on the counter and came over and wrapped her arms around Adie and Inga. She looked over at Lee and Marsha and smiled.

		

		“Group hug, come on you two lazy pusses, and get your cute little asses over here.”

		

		The other two posse members got to their feet and joined them in a big, warm, five-girl group hug. Marsha, who ended up right next to Cyn, with her arm around her, looked at their tall, dark-haired leader and whispered, “How about a group grope instead, babe…aren’t you just a tad horny this morning?”

		

		Cyn flashed a sexy little grin her way and Marsha leaned in and kissed her. Lee-Lee looked over at Adie and raised her eyebrows. Without any hesitation, Adie leaned over and closed her eyes so that Lee could kiss her as well.

		

		Inga watched, wide-eyed for a moment and then whispered, “Hey, what about the ‘prettiest girl in North America’? Doesn’t anyone want to kiss me?”

		

		Cyn pulled her lips from Marsha’s and gathered Inga into her embrace instead. Their lips met and Marsha whispered, “I feel a nude swim party and outdoor pussy licking orgy coming on!”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, my sweet young Adele,” Cyn sighed, her eyes heavy-lidded with pleasure, “who knew you were such a naughty little girl?”

		

		Adie, who was busily running her tongue up and down Cyn’s gorgeous, coral-colored pussy lips, looked up briefly, smiled, and then flicked the posse leader’s clit with just the tip of her tongue. She sucked the tiny ball of nerve endings into her warm mouth and ran her tongue all over it as she swallowed a little of Cyn’s copious outpouring of girl juice.

		

		God, Cyn’s pussy is as sweet as Marsh’s and Lee’s. I wonder what Inga’s is like…I wonder if she’ll ever let me find out, or if she’ll always be too uptight to ever make it with me?).

		

		She glanced over at Inga out of the corner of her eye. The incredible blonde beauty was on her back on a huge beach towel, next to the pool. Marsha was rocking back and forth on Inga’s mouth, her bare pussy pressed down tight against it, the big girl’s knees on either side of her head. Lee-Lee was on her tummy between Inga’s legs, licking like crazy as Inga ate Marsh.

		

		This is so fucking cool! Adie thought as she sucked Cyn’s sweet pussy and rubbed her aroused little clit down into the soft beach towel beneath her.

		

		She loved the sun on naked body, the closeness of her girlfriends as they played together beside the sparkling water, giggling, working each other up to climax after climax, trading off and licking pussy right out in the open!

		

		Cyn clamped her fingers down on Adie’s nipples, hunching her pelvis harder onto the girl’s delving tongue. She moaned and closed her eyes.

		

		“Oh, God, I’m coming, sweetie!” She sighed happily. “I’m coming on that hot little tongue of yours!”

		

		Adie shivered with pleasure, a tiny orgasm fluttering through her own untouched pussy, as the posse leader’s slit winked open and closed a tiny jet of girl-come splashed into her mouth. She sucked it down greedily and licked for more, Cyn gasping and writhing around on the towel the shared, tugging hard at Adie’s swollen nipples.

		

		“Jesus, but you’re getting good at this, girl” Cyn breathed heavily, still coming. “Oh, eat it! Eat me right up, you pretty little pussy-sucker!”

		

		Adie giggled and licked even more vigorously, lapping up Cyn’s sweet outpouring eagerly. She loved this! She loved eating cunny and hearing sexy, sensual, bad-girl Cyn complimenting her pussy gobbling abilities!

		

		I just love hearing her call me ‘a pretty little pussy-sucker’!

		

		Marsha gave a loud groan and shivered atop Inga’s tongue. She threw back her head and wailed, “Oh, yeah—just like that, Ing! That’s it, you sweet-mouthed bitch, swallow my come!”

		

		Adie’s own mini-orgasm was just ending, as was Cyn’s much larger one. She pulled her lips from Cyn’s satisfied cunny and looked over to watch her oldest friend gulp down some of Marsha’s copious pussy juice.

		

		Well, there’s no doubt that Inga’s an enthusiastic pussy licker too, Adie thought as she watched her friend lap at Marsha’s exploding cunny.

		

		Just at that moment, Inga whimpered up into the other girl’s glistening pinkness and began to jerk her own hips up off the towel and against Lee’s tongue. Lee-Lee grabbed Inga’s ass, a curvy little cheek in each and mashed face down into the lube-smeared pink lips.

		

		“Our girl comes hard, when she comes, chica,” Cyn whispered, turning on the towel and scooting downward until she was lying right next to Adie.

		

		“God, I guess!” Adie sighed, watching Inga explode into orgasm a few feet away from her.

		

		Cyn, Marsha, and Lee-Lee were all gorgeous girls, but Inga was definitely something special. Adie had been watching her grow up and become even more beautiful with each passing year. And now, to be able to watch her have sex with her two pretty girlfriends—that was really something to see!

		

		“I love this!” Adie said, turning away from the lusty trio and back toward Cyn, “I love being open and free and so at ease with you guys like this; outside…in our own beautiful place…just loving each other! It’s just so impossibly fun and cool!”

		

		“You’re a kick,” Cyn said, staring into her eyes. “You’re so much fun, Adie. Having you in the posse is terrific…it’s like seeing everything with fresh eyes.”

		

		‘Yeah?” Adie smiled.

		

		“Oh, yeah,” Cyn and took the girl in her arms. “Come here, princess, give me some more love.”

		

		Adie turned toward Cyn a little more as their lips came together, their breasts touching. She sighed and opened her mouth to admit Cyn’s slippery tongue and rubbed her nipples shamelessly against the other girl’s big set of tits.

		

		This is heaven, she thought, Cyn’s hand stroking her long auburn hair as their tongues dueled. Making love under the warm sun, in this perfect setting, with one gorgeous friend after another, and all of us as close as sisters…this is fantastic!

		

		****

		

		“I can’t get over these,” Adie whispered, slipping up behind Marsha, who sat at the makeup table in her room, naked as could be, carefully applying eye liner.

		

		She slid her hands down onto Marsha’s collarbones, and then down lower, onto her huge breasts, claiming a reddish-pink nipple in each hand. Adie looked at Marsha in the mirror and smiled, tweaking the erect nubs lightly.

		

		“Your tits are just incredible!”

		

		Marsh smiled and sat her brush down, and then gently removed the girl’s fingers from her breasts. “You need to get back to your room and get ready. We’re all gonna’ be in there, fussing with your makeup in a half hour or so, chica, okay?”

		

		Adie made a pouty face. “You mean I can’t play with my favorite new toys anymore today?”

		

		Marsha chuckled, causing her big knockers to wobble all over her chest. “Maybe later tonight, once the party really gets to swinging, babe. But mostly, this afternoon and tonight are about cock, not pussy!”

		

		“Do you really like boys as well as you like girls?” Adie asked slyly, having trouble switching gears in an instant from women to men, the way Marsha could. It did seem sort of incredible, given the way her big redheaded friend went after pussy!

		

		“You just watch me tonight, kid, and learn,” Marsha growled in her raspy, whiskey-and-cigarettes sounding voice. “I suck dick as well as any girl on the planet, and my pussy just loves to get fucked by a big, long, hard prick!”

		

		Adie shook her head and padded back to her own room, as naked as Marsha. She went into her bathroom and started the shower.

		

		Looking at her furry brownish-red pussy curls just before she stepped into the spray, she made up her mind. Everyone around here has a bare pussy but me. I’m a posse girl too…so shaved smooth is the new look for me!

		

		****

		

		“Well, well, look who took the bare cunny plunge!” Cyn said approvingly as she entered Adie’s room a half hour later and eyed the smaller girl as she stood naked and slightly nervous beside her bed.

		

		Marsha and Lee came in right behind her, each dressed in the same sort of old tee shirt and shorts outfit Cyn had on. All of the girls had a makeup bag in hand. Inga came in last, dressed in her bathrobe.

		

		A tiny smile creased Inga’s lovely face as she stared at Adie, all freshly shaven, her hair hanging loose and damp around her bare shoulders. She grinned and said, “Next week, we’ll get you a wax at the spa we all use, darling. But for right now, that little pussy of yours looks just fine with that close shave you gave it. I’m glad you didn’t nick yourself down there!”

		

		“I was super careful,” Adie said shyly, knowing her face was turning red as all four girls checked out her recent shaving effort.

		

		“You did great, sweetie,” Lee said encouragingly. “Now come next door to Marsh’s room and sit at her makeup table and we’ll get started. “I’m going to dry your hair and help you style it, and Marsh and Cyn are going to their vast experience, as heavily made up slut girls, to transform that cute little face of yours.”

		

		“Hey, watch that slut girl shit, you sleaze,” Marsha protested with a big grin. “Or I’ll be forced tell Adie some stories about you that will curl her hair without you even touching it!”

		

		As the five of them trooped next door, Adie fell into step with Inga. She asked, “Why don’t you have any makeup gear, Ing? Aren’t you going to help?”

		

		“Mostly moral support, darling, that’s all I can really offer,” Inga replied. “I rarely wore any kind of makeup at all before I moved to California, and even now, when I want to get all glammed up for something, I have other people to help me get ready. Professional makeup people perform their magic on me if I’m doing a photo shoot or a commercial, and these three Jezebels work on me if I just want to go out and look nice.”

		

		She looked over at the trio, who were now gathered around the makeup table, with its lighted mirror. “They’ve been tarting themselves up since they were old enough to reach up onto their moms’ dressers and grab any lipstick or mascara, they might find there!”

		

		“I heard that,” Lee-Lee said, giving Inga a fake icy stare as she returned from the bathroom carrying Marsha’s heavy-duty hair dryer and a variety of combs, brushes, and a curling iron. “Sit in the chair, babe, and behold the magic!”

		

		****

		

		“Wow, is that really me?” Adie murmured in awe as she stared into the mirror a half hour later.

		

		“It is, indeed,” Cyn said smugly, shooing her out of the way. “Now scoot off to one side so that we can make Inga look like a goddess, too. We still have to do our own makeup after we finish with her, and it’s almost three-thirty already.”

		

		“Inga won’t take long,” Marsha said to Adie. “It’s pretty hard to improve on perfection, but we try.”

		

		“Just don’t make me look like the hottest hooker in Stockholm, the way you did for my yearbook picture,” Inga chided her friends as she sat down at the table.

		

		“Yeah, maybe we did get a little carried away that day,” Lee-Lee admitted.

		

		“Is it true that two guys offered you five grand for an all-nighter with you after that book came out, Ing?” Marsha asked innocently.

		

		“Quit kidding around and get to work,” Inga said, flashing her tall redheaded friend a mock glare. “Besides, it was five grand each, if you want the truth.”

		

		She grinned at them and added, “I was tempted, there for a moment—they were way cute, both of them—but I’d just gotten something like sixteen million dollars in that week from Guinevere and the car company I advertise for, so I was somehow able to turn down those two boys and their ten grand.”

		

		A thought struck her, and she turned toward Adie. “Hey, sweetie, do you like my Mercedes convertible?”

		

		“Uh, yeah, it’s great,” Adie answered, clearly not understanding why Inga had asked.

		

		“Well, good, then it’s yours, starting next week. The car company said that I could have whatever model of theirs I want, in whatever color and interior. They want me to be seen around town driving their product, not just hyping it on TV and on billboards, so I won’t need the Mercedes anymore, okay?”

		

		“Cool, I love that little car!” Adie said, smiling from ear to ear. “I was going to buy a car, but now I won’t have to!”

		

		“Hold still,” Cyn admonished Inga, turning her head back to face the lights. “This takes longer if you keep moving around, Ing.”

		

		The three of them descended on her, brushes, hair dryer, and mascara applicators flying into action. Adie stood back and smiled as the girls got busy.

		

		****

		

		“I’m nervous,” Adie sighed. “My first posse party with college boys, no less!”

		

		“You’re going to be fine,” Marsha quickly assured her. You look great in your new outfit and that make up job, and your hair is perfect!”

		

		“You can say that again,” Lee-Lee chimed in with a smile. I’m the best there is when it comes to hair. She looks like a goddess!”

		

		“No, there’s only one goddess here tonight and there she is!” Adie said as Inga entered the room.

		

		Inga was wearing an off-the-shoulder gown in a light blue shade that came close to matching her eyes. Her magnificent young breasts filled out the plunging bodice to the point where it looked as if it might give way under the weight of her sumptuous swells.

		

		“The guys will go gaga over that dress and the way you fill it out, Ing!” Marsha gushed in envy.

		

		“oh, I don’t know, Marsh. They may be too busy staring at your chest to even notice me,” Inga told her red-headed friend. “That’s some neckline your dress features!”

		

		Marsha blushed all the way down to spectacular chest. She fanned her face with her right hand while saying, “You know me, Ing. My girls are so big they usually overwhelm whatever I happen to be wearing.”

		

		Inga grinned at her and answered, “A likely story! Tell me you didn’t choose that particular dress for tonight’s party because it shows off those humongous knockers of yours!”

		

		Marsha laughed lightly and replied, “Well, Lee said some of Riley’s handsomest frat brothers were supposed to be here, and I wanted to be noticed.”

		

		She gave Inga a hard stare as she continued, “With you in attendance, it’s not the easiest thing in the world to attract a guy’s attention. A girl has to use all she has to her advantage, now doesn’t she?”

		

		“That gown sure calls attention to your outrageous tits, I’ll give it that!” Cyn, who had been watching the exchange between her two friends with amusement, commented.

		

		The tall redhead tugged absently at her bodice, pulling it a bit higher over her bulging mounds, ensuring her nipples were covered, as she murmured, “Do you think it shows too much?”

		

		Cyn stepped over in front of her old friend and smiled as she took Marsha into her arms for cheek-bussing kiss, saying “It’s perfect. Your tits are National Treasures as far as I’m concerned!”

		

		The five girls all shared a laugh and the tension seemed to drain from the room. Marsha ogled Cyn’s own gown enviously as she stepped back and said, “You’re looking pretty edible tonight yourself there, Posse Leader! The guys are going to go crazy over you in that get up!”

		

		Cyn who was wearing an evening gown from Chanel did a model’s turn for Marsha and said, “We’ll soon see, now wont’ we? It’s nearly five and the first of our guests should be showing up any time now.”

		

		The party invitations had all said,” Drinks by the pool at five: barbeque at six”, so people were bound to start showing up any time now.

		

		As if on cue, the front doorbell rang just then and the girls all started. “I guess I’d better get it,” Inga said. “After all, it is my house.”

		

		“But all of us are supposed to be involved in hosting this party,” Lee Lee chirped, starting for the stairs. “Let me get the door, you guys, while you all arrange yourselves out by the pool, to greet our guests.”

		

		“Who do you think will be the first to arrive,” Inga asked Cyn as they took up their bartending positions behind the bar.

		

		“That’s easy,” Cyn answered, “Riley and his frat buddies. College and high school boys are always hungry for pussy and rarely pass up free booze!”

		

		“Don’t you ever get tired of being right?” Inga murmured to her fellow bartender as Riley Ridge and a small group of his handsomest frat brothers burst through the sliding door leading out onto the patio. The boys were all in their late teens or early twenties and they were excitedly jostling each other to get to the front of the pack as they stormed over to the bar.

		

		“Jesus, Riley, you weren’t kiddin’ were you? A tall gangly boy shouted over to Riley. “These babes are incredible!”

		

		“May I present Tex Latham? Riley asked Inga. “He’s really from Montana or Wyoming or some such backwoods place, but he’s all cowboy, so we call him ‘Tex”.

		

		“Delighted to meet you, Tex. I’m Inga Norgaard, Riley’s girlfriend, and these are my roommates and friends, Marsha, Lee-Lee, Cyn, and Adie, that’s short for Adele.”

		

		“I hate Adele,” Adie told the tall bashful boy, extending her hand for him to shake. “It makes me sound as if I’m from some small town in Minnesota, which I am. You can call me Adie.

		

		Inga just stared at her oldest friend, surprised by how forward she was being. Adie was normally so shy around strangers, especially boys. The two shook hands and Tex said, “You’re so beautiful, Adie! I ain’t like Riley and the rest of these guys, I guess, so used to meeting gorgeous girls all the time.”

		

		“Oh a handsome guy like you, Adie told him with a coquettish smile, “I bet you’ve met your share. Besides I’m not like Cyn and Marsha, and Lee. I didn’t grow up in Beverly Hills. I just got here the other day from Minnesota. Inga and I were born and grew up in rural Minnesota. She’s my oldest friend…”

		

		Adie picked up her drink and led him off by the swimming pool, taking his arm casually and keeping up her line of patter. Inga smiled, very pleased that Adie seemed to have found someone so easily. She came around the bar and handed a cocktail to Riley, going up onto her toes so that she could reach up and kiss him.

		

		“Thank you for bringing that one along,” she told her boyfriend. “He’s just what the doctor ordered for my shy little Adie!”

		

		Riley, who was movie star-handsome and Beverly Hills born and bred confident, smiled as he followed Inga’s eyes toward the newly-introduced couple as they stood laughing and talking beside the nearby pool.

		

		“He almost didn’t come tonight,” Riley told her. “He was as nervous as could be about going to a lavish Hollywood party. He was afraid he wouldn’t fit in at all.”

		

		The two of them stood close together and watched the budding romance unfold. At last, Riley said, “I told him he’d be fine and that he’d have the time of his life; that he might even get laid by a for-real Hollywood hottie!”

		

		They both laughed but then Inga said with a tight little frown, “Well, that might not happen; not with Adie! She’s new here and not as…experienced as the rest of the posse with, you know…sex!

		

		Riley gave the new girl an appraising look as she slipped deeper into the gathering shadows with Tex. He said, “We’ll just have to see, now won’t we?”

		

		The doorbell rang anew just then and Riley and Inga went into the house to answer it. They smiled like the host and hostess they were and welcomed the new arrivals, gesturing out to the patio and the bar, urging their newly-arrived guests to get themselves something to drink and mingle.

		

		By the Marsha fired up the gas barbeque at six, there were over a hundred invited guests in attendance. Dinner was dished up on sturdy paper plates with flutes of expensive champagne to accompany it for those so inclined, beer and mixed drinks, or soft drinks for those who weren’t.

		

		“This is fucking going great!” Marsha crowed at seven, when the last of the simple dinners had been served. “I told you we didn’t need to hire a catering service!”

		

		The tall redhead was grinning triumphantly at Cyn, who had wanted hired help to do the cooking and serving, as well as the clean-up.

		

		“Easy for you to say,” Lee-Lee huffed as she changed out an empty black garbage bag in a nearby trash barrel for a full one. “I don’t see you hauling away any trash!”

		

		“Shut up and lift, you scrawny, lazy little bitch, Marsha fired back at her petite friend. “I cooked all the chicken and made the green salad.”

		

		“Inga and Adie made the salad, babe,” Lee-Lee insisted. “And it was no big deal, flipping a bunch of chicken over a few times.”

		

		“Fucktoo!” Marsha growled, “I didn’t see you volunteering to help out with the grill tonight, Lee.”

		

		“That’s because I wanted this little soiree tonight to be a success!” Lee-Lee answered. “You know how I am when it comes to cooking anything!”

		

		“Burnt offerings for sure,” Cyn chimed in, her take-charge tone pouring cold water on the escalating fight.

		

		The other girls laughed. Lee-Lee Ridge’s ineptitude in the kitchen was running joke within the posse.

		

		“Here, let me show you how garbage-hauling is done,” Marsha said getting up from her barstool and taking he full bag away from the struggling Lee-Lee.

		

		The bigger girl easily lifted the bag from the patio’s concrete surface and Marsha was soon carrying it away toward the garage and the garbage bins located there.

		

		“Well, this is more like it, “Lee-Lee said with a relieved smile, taking the big redhead’s vacated seat on the barstool and snatching up her half-consumed cocktail, sipping at it contentedly.

		

		“That was smooth, Lee, “Cyn observed admiringly, watching the girl drink Marsha’s seven-and seven. “Devious, but smooth.”

		

		“Tom Sawyer and painting the fence, for sure.” Inga said.

		

		“What do you mean by that?” Lee-Lee, who had nearly flunked bonehead English this year, while Inga had gotten an “A” in the college-prep version of the same subject.

		

		“Never mind, “Cyn advised her friend. “It’s a reference to an old story by a guy named Mark Twain, from the eighteen-hundreds.

		

		“That was, like, a zillion years ago,” Lee-Lee sounded aghast. “what’s that got to do with anything?”

		

		“Not much, apparently, not in this group, anyway,” Inga said derisively, finishing up her own cocktail and making herself another.

		

		What the fuck is THAT all about? Inga asked herself as she saw Adie and Marsha huddling together near the entrance to the house, now that Marsha was done with the trash.

		

		When Riley joined the two girls, after Marsha had gestured to him to do so, Inga’s Trouble-Abrewing Radar went off even louder in her head.

		

		As the trio started inside the house together, Inga said to Cyn and Lee-Lee, “Excuse me for a moment; I’ve got to see to something inside.”

		

		Inga slipped into the house through the sliding door leading out onto the patio. She quickly searched downstairs but did not find anyone.

		

		That meant Adie and Marsha had taken Riley upstairs, where the bedrooms were. Silently ascending the stairs on tiptoes, careful not to make a sound, Inga searched for them until she came to the open door to Adie’s room. She heard voices inside and peeked inside to see what was going on.

		

		Marsha and Adie were kneeling in front of Riley, who was seated on the edge of the bed. Pulling her top down, baring both of the massive tits, Marsha whispered to Adie: “A little visual stimulation is always helpful in situations like these.” She leaned forward and unzipped Riley’s jeans as she spoke.

		

		Riley asked nervously, “Are you sure Inga will be okay with this?”

		

		“Why wouldn’t she be?” Marsha shot back, fishing Riley’s half-hard cock out of his boxers and showing it proudly to Adie, who took a frightened step backward. “See, kid, he’s huge, just like I told you he was!”

		

		Holy moley! That thing is twice as big as Toby’s was—that’s the guy I was with that one time back home!”

		

		“It’s always better to learn on a really big one,” Marsha assured the younger girl. “That way you’re always confident. You know if a guy surprises you by having a huge trouser snake, that you can handle it anyway.”

		

		She stroked Riley’s gigantic prick to full erection and leaned down over it. “Tongue-work is very important,” she said, just before licking all around Riley’s massive, helmet-shaped cock head.

		

		“You can say that again, Red,” Riley sighed in pure bliss as Marsha lapped at his sensitive glans.

		

		“Mmmmm, Riley’s got a tasty cock,” Marsha murmured as she drew her head away from it for a moment. She added as a whispered aside to Adie, “Some guys taste pretty musky and rank, but not Riley! He’s always sweet and clean, or he always has been every time I’ve blown him or sucked him off.”

		

		“That’s because we’ve always been together at parties, where I’m all freshly showered and looking my best,” Riley said with a big exhale of breath as Marsha’s lips engulfed his saliva-dripping cock head. “My dick gets just as sweaty and gross as the next guy’s. Oh, God, Marsh! You’re a terrific cocksucker! You’re almost as good as Inga with your mouth!”

		

		“Almost? Marsha exclaimed in faux anger as she eased Riley’s dick out of mouth and captured it between her magnificent breasts. She began to titty-fuck him, licking at the tip of his cock every time it emerged from the canyon of her pressed-in cleavage. “I bet she doesn’t do this as well as I do!”

		

		“Inga doesn’t have quite as much to work with as you do,” Riley admitted, watching with a leer as his dick slid up and down in it soft, sheath of flesh. “But her tits are so…spectacular that it really doesn’t matter.”

		

		“Yeah, yeah, they’re fucking perfect! Marsha said in a low, breathy grow, cutting him off. “I’ve sucked them enough time myself to know how great they are!”

		

		Inga, looking on from the doorway, was a little surprised to hear the envy in her redheaded friend’s voice as she commented on Inga’s breasts. She was about to step into the room and end this little exhibition, when Adie suddenly blurted, “I thought this was all about blowjobs and you teaching me how to give one, not about Inga’s tits!”

		

		Marsha released Riley’s hard on and took the base of it in her right hand, guiding the head near her lips as she continued to bend over his lap. She glanced over at Adie and said, just before she once more sucked in the impressive cock head, “Right you are, kid! Now, you have to remember to tilt your head back a little before you try sucking one this size, so you don’t choke to death on it.”

		

		With that, Marsha gobbled up the whole eleven inch pole of hard male meat, right down to Riley’s over-sized nut sack in one big gulp, and slowly sucked her way back up the throbbing shaft, her tongue tip making little bulges against her hollowed-in cheeks as she swirled it around and around on its journey upward.

		

		“Wow!” Adie sighed in admiration as she watched intently. “All of it; you got that whole thing in your mouth and throat!”

		

		“Years of practice,” Riley gasped. “She didn’t used to be able to do that; neither could Inga, at first.”

		

		“But I sure can now, can’t I?” Inga asked as she triumphantly swept into the room. “What’s going on here; Cocksucking 101?”

		

		“Uh, Inga!” Adie gasped, startled by her old friend’s abrupt appearance in the bedroom. “I…I wanted to make love to Tex, when the party thinned out a little.

		

		But I realized that I didn’t really know how to do that! Marsha offered to use Riley to show me how to give…a blowjob.”

		

		She looked up at Inga shyly, her innocent face reddening as she asked, “Every guy expects some head, right?”

		

		Inga thought about that for a moment and smiled down at the younger girl before saying, “These days, that’s probably true.”

		

		“Well, I’ve never done that in my life. I’ve seen it done by some porn babes on the web, but I’ve never tried it. Toby, back in Minnesota, was too anxious to take my cherry to worry about trying for a blowjob as well, so…”

		

		Her voice trailed off in embarrassment and Inga said magnanimously, “So, I guess Riley gets to be the lucky guy you learn on!”

		

		Riley smiled, still looking a little uneasy about Inga being in the room, and said,

		

		“Ready and willing, as long as Ing is okay with it.”

		

		Ina shot him a knowing smile, saying: “I’ll just bet you are, darling.” She looked at Adie and asked, “Are you sure you want to learn how to do this, sweetie?”

		

		The younger girl nodded that she was, still blushing furiously with the embarrassment she was feeling. “Well,” Inga advised her, “the only way to learn to suck a cock is to do it; so, stick out your tongue and lick all around Riley’s cock head, just the way Marsha did it earlier.”

		

		Dutifully, her heart pounding with nervousness, Adie did as Inga told her. It’s so HOT! Adie told herself as her tongue first touched the handsome boy’s prick tip. And it’s so smooth! She ladled her warm saliva all over the knob-like head as her tongue swirled around and around on it, marveling at the big cock’s velvety smoothness and its hardness.

		

		This thing is hard as an iron bar but it’s so soft at the same time! She discovered as the lapped at the towering spear of male meat. It feels so…neat in my mouth…so nasty but so…right at the same time!

		

		Adie slid more of Riley’s hot mouthful of cock into her lips and the massive head nudged into her throat as a result. She felt it throbbing and pulsing there, like an animal trapped in a tunnel. Remembering Marsha’s instructions, she tilted her head back slightly before forcing more of it down her throat.

		

		“She’s got over half of it, so far!” Marsha’s gravelly voice commented just then, sounding more than a little impressed.

		

		“About as much as I could handle comfortably, the first few times I sucked it,” Inga admitted.

		

		“H-her tongue feels amazing! Riley gasped with pleasure, putting his hand on the back of Adie’s head and urging her forward.

		

		Adie realized that her tongue was making regular circuits around the fat cock without her even being aware of it. Riley’s cock head was now leaking out a steady stream of the semi-sweet fluid she had noticed before and her tongue was busily harvesting it so that she could swallow it down enthusiastically!

		

		Sucking cock isn’t so hard, she told herself. Sucking cock is fun! No wonder Marsha and Ing like doing it so much—its not as scary as I thought, and it really seems to turn Riley on,” she thought to herself, noting his insistent pressure on the back of her head and the small, urgent sounds escaping his throat as he involuntarily tossed his hips upward, inching more of his needy prick down her throat.

		

		She wondered if Tex would react the same way tonight, when she sucked his cock for the first time? Would he be as anxious to fuck her mouth and throat as Riley clearly was?

		

		“Uh, I thing you’d better let me take over from here on, sweetie,” Inga’s voice broke through her reverie at that moment. “I know Riley pretty well by now, and unless you want to swallow more come than you’ve probably ever seen in your innocent young life, you’d better let me finish what you’ve started!”

		

		Inga sank to her knees beside Adie and reached out for Riley’s cock. Almost reluctantly, Adie let her friend withdraw the giant, pulsing shaft from her lips and feed it into her own. She saw Inga’s tongue tracing its way around the big cylinder of hard meat and wondered briefly if her statuesque blonde friend was enjoying the constant leak of pre-come fluid as much as she had?

		

		Inga’s well-practiced lips went all the way down to Riley’s balls on the first pass and he moaned and reached for her bodice. Jerking it downward, her bared her braless tits and began tugging at her erect nipples as she blew him. “Oh, babe! You do that so nice,” he moaned as her sliver-blonde head went up and down on him.

		

		“Come on, kid, you should go find Tex, before some other bimbo steals him away from you,” Marsha said, getting to her feet once more, her eyes still locked on Inga’s sucking mouth and Riley’s big dick. “I want to find me some cock for tonight, too, you know. All this dick-sucking had got me horny as hell for some man-loving for a change!”

		

		Riley’s eyes had moved from Inga’s attentive mouth to Marsha’s still bare breasts, which had jiggled around and gradually rolled to a stop as she reached down and found the cups of her bodice.

		

		“Jesus but you’ve got a set on you!” Riley said, his voice sounding almost reverent as he stared up at the big redhead’s huge breasts. “Shake ‘em for me, Marsh, give me a little titty-show as Ing sucks me off!”

		

		“Pervert!” Marsha muttered, but she nevertheless jiggled her massive mounds for him a little as she got back into her dress, favoring him with a sexy smile.

		

		“Oh, here it comes! Get ready to swallow, Ing!” He suddenly yelped, his ass coming up off the mattress, burying his ready-to-explode prick in his girlfriend’s throat.

		

		Adie watched Inga’s throat work and knew her oldest friend was gulping down hot come while she and Marsh watched. It struck her as being a little surreal, how easily Inga dealt with the whole situation, swallowing calmly, as if she had done this sort of thing dozens of times before.

		

		Well, I guess she has! Adie suddenly realized. Inga had been sleeping with Riley for a number of months now, and she and Marsh had partied like this before!

		

		“All men are horndogs at heart, kid; just remember that,” Marsha said right at that moment, watching Inga clean the last of Riley’s spunk off his deflating cock with her tongue. “He had one of the hottest girls in North America giving him a great blowjob and he still wanted more!”

		

		She wagged her head from side to side, as if appalled by the base nature of men in general, Marsha reached down and took Adie by the hand and led her out of the room.

		

		As they started down the stairs, with the younger girl struggling to get her top back over her exposed tits, Marsha said calmly. “When you find Tex, bring him up to my room, just in case Inga and Riley aren’t done using yours yet.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Adie wasn’t as excited as she knew she normally would have been to find herself in a movie studio that Monday morning. Her thoughts kept turning to Saturday night and how wonderful it had been to spend it in Marsha’s big bed with Tex!

		

		He had been so dreamy to make love with, and his cock—while not as big as Riley’s whopper dick—had proven to be just right for her! She had sucked it easily, pleasing him with her newfound expertise. Adie hadn’t let him come in her mouth; she was saving that treat for the future! But she had gotten him plenty hard, and he had fucked her to a magnificent climax; both of them coming at the same moment, with explosive results.

		

		And afterward, sleeping with him had seemed so natural, so right! The two of them had spooned together all night long. And the following night, Sunday, her own bed had seemed empty for the first time, without Tex’s lanky form next to hers!

		

		“Adele, do you have those new pages of dialogue that Alan sent over?” Garret Soames asked her.

		

		“She doesn’t but I do, Daddy!” Cyn Soames assured her father, stepping forward, waving a sheaf of papers in front of her.

		

		“Good, good; let’s see what old Alan has conjured up for us, shall we?” the famous actor and first-time director said, taking the new pages from his daughter.

		

		“They’re much better than the original script,” Cyn commented as he started to peruse them. “I read them over this morning, as soon as the courier arrived.”

		

		While Garrett was still reading the new additions to the script, Dale Simms arrived, looking hung over and slightly unkempt. The middle age actor, who had been signed to play Jerrod Martin’s father, had a two-day growth of beard and the salt and pepper whiskers did not look young and hip on the fifty-year-old Simms, as he had no doubt intended them to look.

		

		Adie looked the familiar older actor over carefully, noting the bloodshot eyes and the broken veins typical of a heavy drinker in his cheeks and running up his rather bulbous nose. He sure looked a lot better in A Man’s World, she thought, marveling at the difference Hollywood make up could make in an actor’s appearance.

		

		Dale Simms’s television sitcom, A Man’s World, had run for eight years on one of the major broadcast networks and had been much beloved. Simms had been nominated for an Emmy three times and had won once, making millions of dollars along the way. He greeted Garrett familiarly as he sat down at the actor’s table.

		

		“Do I know you, Mr. Simms?” the novice director asked. “I mean, I know who you are, but have we met before?”

		

		Dale Simms, who had been slumping in his chair, pulled himself up straight and said, “Of course! We were in the same foursome several years ago at the Tahoe Pro/Am Golf Tournament; don’t you remember?”

		

		“I’m afraid I don’t,” Garrett said breezily. “I play in that thing every year and I meet so many people; every actor who has ever delivered a line and every mindless buffoon who has ever thrown a football is there and I’ve shaken hands with all of them.”

		

		Simms looked intensely disappointed to be lumped in with such company in the great Garrett Soames’s mind. He looked down at the table and scowled. Garrett added dismissively, “I’m always half in the bag during that whole weekend, so don’t take my not remembering personally.”

		

		“I do seem to recall lots of scotch being drunk as well as a few pints of beer, Dale Simms muttered. “It’s a wonder either of us finished that round.”

		

		“Exactly!” Garrett agreed, glancing down at his wristwatch. “It’s now nine-fifteen, where is the rest of the cast? They’re even later than you were!”

		

		As if on cue, the stage door opened and June Ellen Ridge, accompanied by Jerrod Martin swept into the rehearsal hall and took their seats around the table, June Ellen apologizing for being late, blaming traffic, while Jerrod merely looked bored, not saying a word.

		

		Garrett said to his daughter, “Cyn, be an angel and go fetch Inga, so she can meet her castmates, would you?”

		

		“I’ll go with you,” Adie offered, walking over to where Cyn stood.

		

		The two of them left through the stage door and stepped out into the bright Hollywood sunlight. They made their way over to Inga’s newly set up trailer, which was parked a few yards from the rehearsal building. Without preamble, Cyn opened the front door and the two girls entered the lushly-appointed mobile home.

		

		“It’s time to go to work,” Adie whispered to the reclining platinum blonde. Cyn said nothing, electing instead to tug on Inga’s arm.

		

		“Hey, I’m getting up,” Inga growled at Cyn. “No need to yank my arm right out of the socket!”

		

		Inga, helped along by Cyn’s violent tugging, vaulted out of the bed and stepped into a pair of red high heels, which matched the color of the sheer baby doll pajama set she was wearing and pulled on an even more transparent lacey black peignoir.

		

		“You can’t go outside dressed like that, Ing!” Adie chided her friend. “Let alone to the cast meeting!”

		

		Garrett and I have our reasons for me dressing like this; don’t worry,” Inga assured the shocked-looking girl. “I’m going to spend a lot of this film naked or half-dressed, so Garrett thought it would be a good idea to get the rest of the cast used to that fact, right from the start, to see how they’ll handle it.”

		

		“Daddy and his crazy ideas!” Cyn harrumphed, striding over to the trailer’s front door and flinging it open. “Well, go ahead; strut your stuff, Miss Naked Movie Starlet!”

		

		Inga assumed a hip-rolling, flouncy walk, aided by the extremely high heels she wore, as she marched over to the door defiantly, winking at Adie as she passed her, announcing in a stage whisper: “I’ve got nothing to hide.”

		

		“Well, I certainly hope not, because that outfit doesn’t hide a thing!” Cyn warned her as she stepped out onto the newly-erected front porch.

		

		****

		

		“Holy jumping fuck!” Dale Simms drew in his breath as the stage door opened and Inga made her all-but-naked entrance. He sat up in his chair and sucked in his gut, smiling at the teenager as she came over to the table.

		

		“This is Inga Norgaard,” Garrett said, getting to his feet. “As you two can see, she’s one of the loveliest creatures Hollywood has ever seen. And, besides June Ellen and myself, the only real actor in this room.”

		

		He grinned at Inga and went on to add, “This is Dale Simms, a failed actor of some repute, and this is Jerrod Martin, an ex-pop singer turned failing actor.”

		

		“I recognize Mr. Simms, of course,” she told her director. Smiling down at the seated actor she said, “I love your series, Mr. Simms and I’ve seen a few of your movies as well.

		

		Looking over at Jerrod, she said somewhat shyly, “I have all your albums. They’re wonderful!”

		

		Bring ‘em in and I’ll be glad to autograph them for you,” Jerrod stammered, clearly more star-struck and nervous around Inga than she was around him.

		

		“The only autograph that matters on this set is the one appearing on the contract you signed when you agreed to be in this movie!” Garrett broke in testily. “That legal agreement calls for you to report to work on time.” He stopped speaking long enough to fix Dale Simms with a disapproving glare before finishing up with: “And ready to work.

		

		That does NOT mean hung over and looking like shit!”

		

		“Listen, you washed-up old limey!” Dale Simms exploded. “I’m a pro! I was nominated for three Emmys. My show ran for eight full seasons!”

		

		“Yes, yes; I have two Oscars, a whole den full of Golden Globes—they make excellent paperweights and shelf decorations,” Garrett answered with a sneer. “But I didn’t get them showing up to work late and half-drunk; not all of them, anyway. Most of the scenes in this film will be shot outside, in the sunlight. So, nine o’clock in the morning will be our start time on this movie, unless you hear otherwise.”

		

		He smiled at Inga again and added, “Since Inga is so inexperienced, I’ve elected to shoot this film sequentially, linearly as much as possible. No jumping around; all scenes in order, so that no one gets lost, as far as the story goes. A few scenes may need to be shot out of their proper order—night shoots and such—but most of it will be filmed sequentially, like a stage play, set to film.”

		

		There was silence for a moment, then Jerrod smiled and said, “I like it! Not as confusing as your normal movie.”

		

		“Simple concepts for simple minds,” the director muttered under his breath, still looking at Jerrod.

		

		****

		

		“I don’t need to run through my lines for tomorrow,” Inga whined to Cyn, who had just suggested that Inga should practice her dialogue for the next morning’s first scene. “I have my lines all memorized; I have the whole script all memorized, and I know just how I’m going to play each scene!”

		

		“Fine! Fall on your pretty face and ruin the whole movie!” Cyn exploded back at her. “Sit around, drinking cocktails all afternoon and show up half in the bag tomorrow morning and see how that goes over with Daddy!”

		

		Inga looked as though Cyn had just physically slapped her. She took a long pull from her tall seven-and-seven and slammed it down on the bar with a heavy thud.

		

		“What the fuck is wrong with you, Cyn?” Inga demanded. “Why are you suddenly so uptight?

		

		The two of them were seated at the bar in Inga’s recreation room, looking out at the swimming pool through the sliding glass door. Lee-Lee Ridge sat two stools down from them and Marsha was behind the bar, acting as bartender. Adie sat in a recliner halfway across the room, sipping her own drink, watching the two other girls.

		

		Cyn looked exasperatedly at Inga before asking her, “Why are you acing like this; like this wasn’t important? It’s a major movie, your big chance! Why don’t you want to do your best?”

		

		“I am going to do my best!” Inga shot back, shaking her head. “It’s just that I already know my lines for tomorrow and I’ve already got it all worked out, as far as the way I’m going to say them goes! I don’t need to practice!”

		

		Inga asked herself why Cyn was so upset, so nervous about tomorrow? She wasn’t nervous at all! Wasn’t that a good thing?

		

		It’s because Cyn hasn’t ever seen me act! Inga suddenly realized. None of them has!

		

		Her private acting sessions with Garrett had given her a confidence about her abilities that her roomies, her best friends simply didn’t share! No wonder they were so doubtful!

		

		“Okay,” Inga said with a big sigh, “let’s run through the first scene. Cyn, you read Jerry’s part, since you’re so nervous about me doing a good job.”

		

		She got up from the bar and turned her stool around, motioning for Cyn to do the same. The two girls pushed the stools as closely together as they could, hoping to simulate the front seat of a car, the place where tomorrow morning’s opening scene would take place.

		

		“Don’t forget to kiss me passionately while you try to get my tits out for the camera to ogle,” Inga cautioned Cyn somewhat cattily, thrusting her chest out.

		

		Cyn looked down at the two spectacular breasts hidden away beneath the designer blouse and heavy-duty bra Inga was wearing and sighed theatrically before she said, “How could I ever forget that? As usual, I’m as anxious as the cameraman will be to see those twin beauties of yours.”

		

		“You just saw them night before last, as I recall,” Inga replied with a smirk, remembering her and Cyn’s hot night in bed together the night after the graduation party.

		

		“True, but I never get tired of them,” Cyn responded quickly.

		

		“You never seem to get tired of Marsha’s big honkers or Lee Lee’s cute little cupcakes for that matter. Or Adie’s sexy little tits!” Inga spat out the last sentence heatedly, still a bit uncomfortable about how the other girls had quickly seduced her oldest friend into their lesbian/straight, mix and match lifestyle when Inga had brought her here from Minnesota.

		

		“We’ve been all through this,” Cyn insisted, glancing over at Adie. “The girl is quite happy at being a full member of the Pussy Posse, aren’t you, Adele?”

		

		Adie’s innocent young face assumed a look of surprise at being suddenly singled out but she managed to stammer somewhat embarrassedly, “I sure am, Cyn. It’s like a dream come true, working in the movies, living with you and the girls, meeting a dreamy guy like Tex…it’s all been fantastic!”

		

		“There; case closed,” Cyn answered Inga smugly. “Now someone bring me a script so I can put our girl through her paces!”

		

		Lee Lee hopped off her barstool and ran into the kitchen to fetch the script. She returned to the recreation room in seconds, clutching the thick document and gave it to the Posse leader.

		

		Cyn opened the sheaf of papers to the first scene and started to read, holding the script in her left hand while she slipped her right arm over Inga’s shoulder dropping her right hand nonchalantly onto Inga’s right breast as she read: “Come on, Marcie, don’t be that way! Don’t be a cold little bitch, all of a sudden.”

		

		Inga/Marcie twisted her shoulders, slipping her breast mound from beneath Cyn’s clutching grip as she said, “If you’d just agree to buy me that bracelet I want, maybe I’d let you play with them a little.”

		

		She turned on the barstool and leaned over to lightly kiss Cyn’s cheek, dragging her tongue along the soft skin as she went. Cyn blew out an exasperated breath and wrenched herself away from the girl. “Don’t tease me like that. unless you’re going to come across, Marcie! Having a big case of blue balls is no fun!”

		

		The platinum-haired actress wrinkled up her nose and smiled alluringly at Cyn as she said, “I promise those big balls of yours will be happy before you go home tonight if you promise to buy that bracelet for me!”

		

		“What’s so damned special about a tennis bracelet anyway, “Cyn read the line testily, the way a disappointed teenage boy might have said it.

		

		“Oh, nothing really,” Inga replied as if everyone knew the answer to that. “It’s just that everyone who is anyone in our class had one and I don’t!”

		

		“I don’t think Kathy Eisner has one,” Cyn’s character replied.

		

		“Kathy Eisner is a nobody,” Inga shot back. “She’s pretty, I suppose, if you like the type, but she isn’t as…well thought of as I am.”

		

		“You mean she’s not in your little clique,” Cyn said dismissively.

		

		“We’re not a clique; we’re cool, the most sought-after girls in school,” Inga insisted.

		

		“Yeah, I guess I’m lucky you even go out with me!” Cyn read the line.

		

		Inga flashed her “boyfriend” a devastating smile as she said, “If you weren’t the best-looking boy in school and you weren’t going to be the starting quarterback next year, I probably wouldn’t!”

		

		“But my folks aren’t rich and my part-time job pays shit wages,” Cyn said. “I can’t afford to buy you some twelve-hundred-dollar diamond tennis bracelet just to impress your rich-bitch friends!”

		

		“Oh, come on; you told me after your wealthy grandma died last month, your mom keeps a big wad of cash, hundred-dollar bills, in her room,” Inga’s character reminded her “boyfriend”.

		

		“Yeah, she does, but if twelve of them suddenly go missing, isn’t she likely to notice?”

		

		“Oh, baby,” Inga cooed in a sex, alluring voice as she undid the top button on her blouse, “I want that fucking bracelet so bad! As bad as you want these.”

		

		Inga made quick work of the rest of her buttons and deftly reached behind her back to unsnap her bra in one quick motion. She tantalizingly eased the freed cups off her sumptuous breasts—like a stripper up on stage, teasing her date unmercifully as she took her time getting topless in front of “him”.

		

		Cyn gave the little growl of anticipation called for in the script, making it sound very believable as she stared in admiration and unhidden lust at the to pink-tipped mounds displayed in front of her. “Jesus, your tits are sensational, Marcie!” Cyn read the line perfectly.

		

		“I’m glad you like ‘em so much. Now, what about my bracelet?”

		

		As the script called for her character to do, Cyn agonized for long moments before she eventually broke into a lurid smile as she reached for Inga’s bare treasures greedily. “I’ll get it somehow,” she promised as she took a half-erect nipple between the fingers of each hand and began to toy with them. “I promise!”

		

		Well, if you really mean it, I guess you can have my titties, darling!” Inga cooed.

		

		Cyn beamed and dipped her head to Inga’s left nipple, capturing the now-stiff nubbin between her lips and starting to suck. Inga moaned with delight and leaned back against the bar for support as Cyn went wild on her breasts. Inga brought up a hand and urged the hot mouth tighter onto her breast.

		

		“That’s hot! Lee Lee commented. “Are you really going to do that with Jerrod Martin on camera tomorrow morning.

		

		“That’s what the script calls for,” Inga sighed with pleasure as Cyn changed tits and started to nurse at her right breast. “He’s a hottie; I just hope he’s as good at this as Cyn is!”

		

		“Fucktoo!” Marsha growled, watching the Posse leader all but devour Inga’s spectacular set. “I’ll bet old Jerrod has sucked even more nipples in his life than Cyn, and she’s what I’d call very experienced!”

		

		“Get back to the script! Cynthia admonished Inga as she came up for air. “Suck my dick, or at least pretend to, just like in the script!”

		

		Inga sighed again and leaned over the girl’s lap. The script called for a fade-out shot of Inga’s white-blonde tresses caught going up and down through the parked car’s front window as the camera pulled away and the shot faded to black; bringing up the film’s title and the opening credits.

		

		“Maybe I’ll ask Jerrod if it’s okay if I blow him for real tomorrow; you know, just for verisimilitude’s sake? I’d be a real method-actress gal if I did that, wouldn’t I?”

		

		She stopped bobbing her head above her friend’s lap as if she was sucking a cock and grinned up at Cyn. “Knock it off, you little ham and get dressed again. Put those milk-white melons of yours away before one of us attacks them for real and this whole thing disintegrates into an orgy.”

		

		“That sounds okay by me!” Marsha chortled, leaning over the bar and grabbing at Inga’s bare breasts.

		

		“Me, too!” Lee Lee laughed girlishly. “It’s been too long since I had me some Inga-nipples!”

		

		“I’ve never had any! Adie carped from across the big room. “Inga keeps putting me off for some reason.”

		

		“You’re just an inexperienced baby, compared to these three red-hot mamas, little one,” Inga said as she straightened up on the bar stool and got her bra back in place. “I’d feel a little too…pervy, sucking pussy with a girl I’d played Barbies with when we were six!

		

		“Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it,” Marsha advised her getting back behind the bar. Cyn and I first met Lee in kindergarten, as I recall. We all played dollies together when we were tots.”

		

		“Bunch of Beverly Hills bad girls; that’s what I’ve fallen in with, Adie,” Inga told her friend shaking her bright blonde locks dubiously.

		

		“Lucky bitches you both are, if you ask me!” Marsha shot back in her gravely voice. “Just look how far we’ve taken you already.”

		

		The big redhead motion around the elegant mansion’s rec room and out at the swimming pool, with it’s sumptuous cabana and patio area.“ She frowned and added, without meeting us, you two might still be stuck in freeze-your-butt-off Minnesota, ringing up shit for the locals down at Big Buy for minimum wage!”

		

		The five of them all shared some raucous laughter at that scenario, but in their hearts, both Inga and Adie knew that was true. And both of them were glad that things had worked out as they had!

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		“I thought I might get your cock out and suck it a little, to make the scene more real,” Inga said casually to Jerrod Martin the next morning on set, just before they got into the mock-up of the sedan that was to be used as the setting of the movie’s first scene.

		

		When Jerrod looked stricken at that suggestion, Inga was quick to add. “No one except the two of us would have to know about it, of course! I wouldn’t start until the shot had moved away to the dolly-cam covering the windshield.”

		

		“Y-You’d better not!” Jerrod warned her. “I have a hair-trigger when it comes to blowjobs, especially with a real knockout like you, Inga! I’m liable to come in your mouth right after you start sucking!”

		

		“That’s okay; I know how to swallow a man’s load, believe me!”

		

		Jerrod’s hesitant smile widened as that sunk in and he said, “All right, beautiful, I’d love to see that.”

		

		They were sheparded over to the sedan mock up by Garrett just then and helped into the front seat of the “car”. Their first shooting location had been a Buick sedan in its former life, but was now little more than the passenger cabin. The front end had been completely removed, right up to the windshield, which had been left intact.

		

		Inga scooted over in the seat until she was right next to Jerry. He put his arm around her shoulders. The lights on the set were dimmed until it looked as if they were two teenaged lovers, parked above their little town’s lights, making out in the boy’s daddy’s family sedan.

		

		As per the script, Jerrod Martin dropped his hand onto Inga’s right breast and gave it a squeeze as the camera started to roll. Inga shrugged her shoulders, dislodging the other actor’s hand. “Aw come on, Marcie, don’t be that way!” Jerry complained. “Don’t act like a cold little bitch, all of a sudden.”

		

		The platinum-haired actress wrinkled up her nose and smiled alluringly at him, just as she had at Cyn the afternoon before, saying, “If you’d just agree to buy me that bracelet I want, maybe I’d let you play with them a little.”

		

		The rest of the scene played out just as it had before, with Cyn reading Jerrod’s lines, except for the fact the male actor delivered the one about Marcie having an outstanding set of breasts with even more fervor. Jerrod Martin stared down at the two magnificent teenage tits with undisguised lust in his eyes, and when he began to fondle and kiss them, he didn’t seem to be acting at all when it came to being passionate for them!

		

		Inga felt her pussy getting really wet as the teen-heartthrob went after her bare breasts on camera, and when the dolly-cam began moving away from the car, she unzipped his slacks with gusto and fished out his stiff prick. She bent over the eight-inch rod of male flesh and eagerly licked all around the massive head. No one on set saw anything that the camera didn’t see—her blonde mane bobbing above the dash through the windshield but Jerrod’s handsome face reflected pure bliss as she sucked him.

		

		He hasn’t got the longest cock I’ve ever sucked, but it may be the widest one! Inga told herself as she stretched her lips around the mighty head and slid them up and down on the equally impressive shaft. Her well-trained tongue was circling the thick cock tip as she sucked and Jerrod was moaning with pleasure.

		

		“Jesus, this guy wasn’t kidding about having a short fuse when it comes to blowjobs! She thought as the hefty dick gave a huge jerk in her mouth and began firing wad after wad of hot, slippery spunk against her laving tongue. She swallowed automatically, to keep from being drowned in semen and noticed that Jerrod’s ball juice had a light, almost sweet taste to it, unlike the thick, heavy-tasting male pudding that Riley and his father, and Lionel had fed her on various occasions when she had sucked them off.

		

		This boy’s a real sweetie, right down to his big nuts! Inga giggled inwardly as she gulped down another mouthful of jizz.

		

		“Oh, man, you’re sensational,” Jerrod sighed as his now limp dick slid out of her mouth.

		

		She licked her lips, to clear them of clinging come and swallowed that along with the light film of semen left in her mouth. “And you’re yummy!” she said, looking up from his lap at him. “We’ll have to do that again, in someplace that’s more comfortable than a front car seat.”

		

		“You name the time and place and I’ll be there!” Jerrod gushed excitedly. “I can’t wait to see that fantastic body again.”

		

		Inga sat up in the seat and began to wrestle her tits back into their bra cup and refasten the garment. She said, “How about tonight at my place; we’re having pizza. I have a pizza oven in my kitchen and my roomies and I have gotten pretty good with it.”

		

		“Roomies?” Jerrod asked.

		

		“You’ve already met a couple of them; Cyn and Adie have rooms at my house, and then there’s Marsha and Lee Lee. “You’ll love them: Marsha had enormous tits and Lee gives head even better than I do!”

		

		“What kind of place are you running?” Jerrod asked jokingly.

		

		“It’s kind of a free-for-all atmosphere, but I think you’ll like it. Most guys do!” Inga assured him. “Shall we say seven?”

		

		“I’ll be there,” Jerrod assured her, “it’s in Beverly Hills, right?”

		

		“Right next door to our director’s three-story mansion; just look for the throng of paparazzi outside my front gates,” Inga said dismissively, finishing up the last button on her blouse.

		

		****

		

		“That scene was very effective, very believable,” Garrett Soames complimented his young star as the sauntered over to the next set together. What were you two talking about as you got your kit back on?”

		

		“Nothing important,” Inga lied to him with a straight face, stepping into the next set up, a very realistic recreation of a middle-class living room, complete with a brown recliner and a matching sofa.

		

		Jerrod was already seated on the sofa, leafing through a jewelry catalogue that the Property Department had put together, representing the mythical store Diamond Jewelers,

		

		Which was clearly meant to resemble popular national jewelry chains like Zale’s or Kay Jewelers.

		

		“Places, everyone!” Garrett spoke loudly and Inga sat down on the couch right next to Jerrod. The camera and sound crews got into their proper places to record the scene and Garrett said, “Action!” in a crisp voice.

		

		“There it is!” Inga/Marcie said excitedly to her fictional boyfriend, pointing at the page.

		

		Jerrod looked down at the illustration of the twelve-hundred-dollar tennis bracelet as if it were some rare species of poisonous spider, saying,” I still don’t see what’s so special about it.”

		

		“It’s perfect: that’s what it is!” Inga said, staring raptly at the photograph, “The diamonds are just the right size—not big and gaudy—but big enough to catch the eye! And they’re flawless; so clear and bright underneath the photographer’s lights! I saw Doris Harwell’s just this afternoon and it was perfect, just like this one!”

		

		“The Windsong collection, huh?” Jerrod asked quizzically, still staring at the page.

		

		“Accept no substitutes!” Inga chided him, her character’s face assuming a greedy aspect as she spoke.

		

		She elbowed Jerrod in the ribs playfully and he grinned and pulled away from her.

		

		Laughing, he said, “Okay next month for your birthday, for sure.”

		

		The young blonde frowned at first but then broke into a devastating, somewhat avaricious smile as she replied. “It’s only three weeks away; I guess I can wait that long.”

		

		Dale Simms entered the set just then and stopped to stare at the radiant girl on his couch. “Uh, Dad, this is Marcie, my new girlfriend. Marcie, this is my dad.”

		

		Marcie shot up onto her feet to shake hands with the older man. “So pleased to meet you, Mr. Lake,” She stammered.

		

		“Not as pleased as I am to meet you,” Jerrod’s “father” replied, his eyes sweeping up and down the girl’s remarkable figure. He looked over at his son and asked, “What happened to Janie, your old girlfriend; she’s been hanging around the house since you two were in kindergarten.”

		

		“Oh, she’s still around.” Jerrod admitted, looking somewhat guilty. “But Marcie and I got to talking the other day and we just sort of hit it off, so I’m taking her out now instead of Janie.”

		

		Dale Simms flashed his ersatz son a sly smile and nodded his approval, “Good choice! Janie’s cute but this one is…”

		

		His voice trailed off and Jerrod smiled, saying, “She sure is. I think Marcie is the prettiest girl in school.”

		

		The older actor looked the girl seated on the sofa up and down and nodded his head affirmatively, “I’d be really surprised if you’re wrong about that, son. Your new friend is just about the prettiest girl I’ve ever seen.”

		

		“Why, thank you, Mr. Lake. Inga’s character smiled up at him from the sofa, genuine

		

		happiness reflected in her ice-blue eyes. As a girl who depended on her sensational looks to get by in life, Marcie Moncrief, Inga’s alter ego, got great pleasure out of men’s praise.

		

		Dale Simms gave her a fawning smile in return, then focused his “son” as he said, “I’ve always said you were a chip off the old block: I guess it’s really true. Your mom was a real beauty when she was Marcie’s age.”

		

		“Who is Marcie?” June Ellen Ridge, who was playing Jerrod Martin’s mother in the film asked as she entered the set from the door leading into the kitchen. She stopped in front of the couch and stared at Inga.

		

		June Ellen was in her early forties. She was tall and statuesque, and had been quite a beauty when her career had taken off when she was only a teenager, like Inga. The older actress had reddish-brown hair, doe-soft brown eyes, and an enviable build with lush breasts and a well-maintained ass, along with long, sleek legs,

		

		“You must be Marcie!” June Ellen exclaimed.

		

		“She’s my new girlfriend; Janie and I broke up!” Jerrod Martin explained hastily.

		

		“Oh, I’m a little sad to hear that, Janie had been like a fixture around here for so many years,” June Ellen remarked, looking Inga up and down, just the way, her husband had earlier. “Well, you’re certainly an attractive girl, Marcie!” she said at last.

		

		“Thank you, Mrs. Lake!” Inga responded instantly. “I’m so happy to meet you.”

		

		Again, she stood up from her seat and offered a handshake. The two of them shook and Inga sat back down. June Ellen’s appraising glance was slightly different than Dale Simms had been. She was more wary as she gazed at her “son’s” new girlfriend, as if Inga was a little too good to be true.

		

		“Are you in Rickey’s class at school; you look older than him, more…mature, somehow; more like a college girl than someone still in high school,” she said at last. “My son is just a boy and you’re already a woman!”

		

		“I turn eighteen in a little while,” Inga responded, “my birthday is still three weeks away, so I’m only seventeen.”

		

		June Ellen shook her head disbelievingly and said, “I looked good at seventeen, but not as good as you do, honey!”

		

		Inga managed to look even more pleased than she had at her boyfriend’s father’s compliment, as if Marcie was especially ecstatic that an older sexy woman like June Ellen found her ultra-attractive as well.

		

		Marcie is such a mindless twit! Inga told herself, not for the first time since becoming acquainted with the character. She’s nothing but vanity and greed, all wrapped up in a beautiful package!

		

		“And cut!” said Garrett just then, beaming at Inga and the rest of the cast. “That was letter perfect. You all make directing seem so easy! I should have done it years before this.”

		

		“The rest of the script isn’t so easy,” Inga corrected him warily, “and you know it.”

		

		“That’s right, but I’m sure you’ll all do fine, especially you and June Ellen,” Garrett responded with a reassuring smile. His look soured as he focused on Dale and Jerrod as he continued, “Everyone had better study their lines for tomorrow. As Inga points out, it gets slightly uphill from here. Be sure you’re ready!”

		

		****

		

		“Well, I hope our esteemed director is wrong about tomorrow being harder than today,” Jerrod told Inga as they walked out of the sound stage at two-thirty that afternoon. “One thing about starting work so early is you get off at a decent hour. See you tonight, doll.”

		

		“See you at seven; don’t be late!” Inga shot back, walking over to her new car.

		

		“Nice ride, “Jerrod commented, admiring the low-slung little red roadster.

		

		“Got it for free, from the manufacturer, “I’m their spokesmodel.”

		

		“Yeah, I read about that on the net a while back,” he said enviously, “Millions of bucks, a year and a new car to drive; not bad.”

		

		“It pays to have big tits and a nice smile,” Inga replied, flashing that nice smile his way.

		

		‘Wait up! I’m coming!” Adie shouted, running out of the sound stage door behind them.

		

		The girl opened up the passenger door and vaulted into the seat. “I was going to catch a ride with Cyn and her dad, but they’re really taking their time, discussing lighting and microphone placement and like that.”

		

		“Yeah, Cyn’s really into film; that’s why she wants to direct some day and you couldn’t ask for a better gig than being Garrett Soames’s assistant, let alone his daughter.”

		

		The two girls waved goodbye to Jerrod as Inga backed out of her reserved parking spot and headed for the front gate. She smiled over at her friend and said casually, “I invited Jerrod for pizza dinner tonight at around seven.”

		

		“Oh, my God! I can’t believe he’s coming to our house. It’s crazy enough working with him! If I told Brigitte, back home, about this, I’m not sure she’d even believe me; having dinner at home with Jerrod fucking Martin!”

		

		Adie gave her head a toss and Inga asked in a slightly teasing tone of voice, “What about you fucking Jerrod Martin; what would she say about that?”

		

		“What do you mean?” Adie asked her oldest friend.

		

		“Well, what can I say?” Inga fired back. Marsh and Cyn and Lee Lee are all going to be there, as far as I know. This could degenerate into one of our legendary Pussy Posse orgies easily enough.”

		

		“I’ve heard about those kinds of parties, but we haven’t had one since I’ve been living out here.” Adie gasped.

		

		The graduation gig was almost that kind of party,” Inga countered. Marsha blew Riley before morning came and I cozied up with Cyn and Lee Lee and watched as she did it. All of us were in my bed. I can’t help it if you and Tex slipped off to be alone with each other for the night.”

		

		“You think something like that is going to happen tonight?”

		

		“I wouldn’t be surprised,” Inga assured her. “Marsha and Lee are huge fans of his music and I saw Cyn giving him the eye several times on set today.”

		

		She smiled at Adie as she turned onto their street and said, “And that goes for you, too, little one. I saw the way you were ogling him when you thought no one was looking!”

		

		Adie looked confused—guilty, caught red-handed, and excited, all at the same time—as Inga turned into the driveway and stopped in front of the gates. The assembled paparazzi hooted and catcalled as usual as the small car crept forward when the gates opened. “Hey, Inga, give us a smile!” Wave or something! Show us some titty, you hot young bitch!”

		

		Inga whispered to Adie, “Do those guys think that will work; that I’m going to stop the car, lose my top for their cameras just because one of them called me a hot young bitch?”

		

		Adie sniggered and said, “Apparently. One of them called Marsha “the tittiest girl in Hollywood” the other day and begged for a boob show when we were going somewhere.”

		

		“Bozos,” Inga murmured under her breath as she rolled into her spot in the big garage got out of the car.

		

		“We’d better restock the bar with imported beer as soon as we go inside,” she remarked to Adie. “Pizza for dinner tonight is bound to call for mass beer consumption.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		“I don’t know. I feel funny about doing this right after I met Tex, “Adie said, dropping the lime--green tank top over her head and down onto her shoulders.

		

		“Yeah, maybe you ought to remain true to him and NOT fuck Jerrod Martin tonight if you get the chance,” Marsha said facetiously, combing her long red mane next to Adie in the bathroom mirror.

		

		“Oh, I’ll be more than happy to take your spot in line, if you want me to, Lee Lee added with a smirk.

		

		“I’ll just bet you would,” Cyn remarked acerbically from the bathroom doorway, “You little slut!”

		

		“Who are you calling a slut, you ho?” Lee Lee asked the posse leader defiantly. “I suppose you’d pass on Jerrod’s cock tonight?”

		

		“I intend to ride him right into the ground, if I get the chance.” Cyn said definitively, but only if he asks.”

		

		The other girls all hooted and Marsha said, “You didn’t do much to discourage him, dressing like that!

		

		Cyn stepped into the room, the better to show off her risqué outfit; a pair of satin short shorts that were bright red and an incredibly tight tank top that was white satin and which was worn with no bra underneath. She also had on a pair of white heels that mated her top. Her long, flawless legs looked tanned to perfection and looked a mile long in the skimpy outfit.

		

		“Shameless tart!” Marsha growled.

		

		“Jessabelle!” Lee Lee muttered, looking over the posse leader enviously.

		

		“That is a seriously slutty look, even for you, Adele commented.

		

		“You think it’s too much, kitten?” Cyn answered, looking faux-innocent. “Well, if you want to compete, I suggest you ditch the bra under that tank for starters.”

		

		“B-But my…titties will bounce around as I walk!” Adie protested.

		

		“Not as much as Marsha’s or Inga’s will,” Cyn replied.

		

		“What’s Inga wearing tonight? I haven’t seen her yet,” Adie asked.

		

		“As little as possible,” Lee Lee laughed. “that’s the first rule for one of these little posse get togethers. Get with the program, New Girl!”

		

		“She’s right, babe, the less clothing, the better at this kind of a group grope!” Marsha commented, finishing up her makeup and hair and sweeping out of the small bathroom like a queen leaving the Royal Ball.

		

		The other girls finished up quickly. Adie reluctantly removed her tank top and undid her bra, slipping the sheer pink tank back into place over her now-bare breasts. She had to admit, the tiny bumps her naked nipples created against the smoothness of the fabric did look sexy as hell: they really drew your gaze their way!

		

		Jerrod Martin is going to be staring at my nipples in a little while! Adie thought breathlessly. I hope he likes them, or even that he notices them, with Inga and Cyn and Marsha around. Of the other posse members, only Lee Lee had smaller breasts than her, but the thin brown-haired girl had an otherwise rockin’ bod and a gorgeous little face that was somehow sexy but innocent-looking at the same time: gamine-like. That’s what Lee Lee is…gamine-like! Thought Adie.

		

		The four of them clamored down the stairs in a giggling, jostling pack, finding Inga in the kitchen, with the pizza ingredients all set out on the counter surrounding the naked pie dough. Lee Lee snatched up the package of pepperoni and scissored it open. Marsha grabbed the bowl of pre-cooked Italian Sausage and waited for Lee Lee to finish arranging the pepperoni slices atop the big circle of dough before she began scattering the crumbles of sausage. Inga handled the shredded cheese while Cyn, who steadfastly refused to do anything resembling cooking, went over the fridge and got out an Italian beer.

		

		“Hey, Posse leader, did you ever think the troops might be thirsty too, since they’re the ones doing all the work?” Marsha growled at Cyn.

		

		“Oh, did you want a beer too, big girl?” Cyn asked cattily waving the chilled bottle at the large redhead tantalizingly.

		

		“You know I do,” Marsha said with a triumphant smile, wresting the opened but untasted beer out of Cyn’s hand.

		

		“Girls, girls, don’t fight; we’ve got plenty of beer,” Inga cautioned them as the two tall teenagers began to waltz around the big kitchen together, tugging at the beer bottle.

		

		“Yeah, let’s all have a beer and cool off,” Adie said, opening the refrigerator and extracting more beer.

		

		“I’d get the opener, but my hands are all greasy from the pepperoni!” Lee Lee offered, holding up her shining-with-grease fingertips.

		

		“I’ll open them,” Adie said, opening a drawer and finding the beer opener.

		

		“Was that the doorbell?” Cyn inquired, yanking the disputed beer away from Marsha.

		

		Inga looked up at the big kitchen clock, which read seven o’clock, on the dot. She lifted off her apron, revealing that she, too had opted for tight satin short shorts and a tank top worn with no bra and ran off to answer the door. As she left the kitchen, she said over her shoulder, “Quiet down, you ditzy bitches! No more fighting. This is supposed to be a nice dinner party, not a cluster fuck.”

		

		“No, that comes later, after dinner,” Marsha called back with a smirk.

		

		I should have made them all wear dresses tonight, Inga thought as she hurried toward the front door. In these tank tops and tight shorts, we look like the crew of the U.S.S. Slut on shore leave!

		

		Jerrod Martin, looking positively edible in a light summer dress shirt and dark brown slacks stood on the front porch, where he frowned, reaching toward the doorbell again. “I’m sorry for the wait, but we were all in the kitchen, throwing the pizza together and drinking beer,” Inga told him as she held the door open wide. “Can I offer you one, or something else to drink?”

		

		“Beer would be fine.” Jerrod replied with a big smile as he took in Inga’s bright-white short shorts, spectacular legs and perfect ass, along with her unfettered breasts rolling around behind her pastel tank top.

		

		“It’s Italian beer, in honor of the pizza,” Inga explained as they walked through the house toward the kitchen arm and arm. “We’re quite unimaginative around here, I’m afraid. French food, red wine; Italian food, Italian beer, Mexican food, Mexican beer.”

		

		Jerrod smiled and said, “Sounds very appropriate to me. I love a Corona with my enchiladas, or a bottle of vintage French wine with my coq au vin. That and some crusty French bread.”

		

		“Me too, I’m just an unsophisticated girl from Minnesota, masquerading as a movie star when you get right down to it. Adie and I grew up in a very small town outside Minneapolis. She’s my oldest friend; that’s why I brought her out here a few weeks ago and put her to work as a production assistant, even though she has no experience with movies or Hollywood or any of this.”

		

		She gestured around the big room, at the state-of-the-art sound system, the huge-screened TV, the wet bar and the gas fireplace.

		

		He nodded as if he understood and said, I’m from Idaho, originally. There’s nothing like this in Idaho.”

		

		“Well, hello, cutie. I’m Marsha, Marsha Terry,” Marsha said, sticking her head out of the kitchen and into the recreation room where the couple stood. She stepped into the room holding a replica of Big Ben, which was loudly ticking away. As she made her way over to the bar and placed the large timer on the surface, Inga explained “We bought Ben—we had to--because we kept burning up pizzas in the piazza oven. We’d make these delicious-looking pies and then ruin them because we’d get busy and forget to take them out of the oven until the smoke alarms went off.”

		

		She and Marsha laughed self-consciously and Marsha slipped behind the bar to make herself a cocktail, “Jerrod wants an Italian beer,” Inga told her friend.

		

		Marsha looked in the box behind the bar and rattled off: “Mexican, American, German, Canadian, oh, here’s an Italian one! Peroni, that’s Italian, right?”

		

		“Perfect!” said Jerrod enthusiastically/

		

		He was peering down the tall redhead’s braless tank top as she leaned over the beer cooler, sorting through the brews, a smile on his handsome face. “Marsha’s got quite a rack, doesn’t she?” Inga asked him softly.

		

		“She does at that,” He admitted; then he turned and looked at her quizzically, asking, “You’re not jealous?”

		

		“As I said at the studio today, we all share,” Inga replied. “It’s a lot of fun.”

		

		Jerrod shook his head, the look on his face mildly disbelieving, as he said, “You’re a very unusual girl, Inga. And you have a very unusual lifestyle.” The six of them sat at the dining room table, eating pizza and a simple salad Adie had tossed together made up of a bag of pre-washed iceberg lettuce and bits of carrots and radicchio, some halved cherry tomatoes and a diced-up avocado. She had added an oil and vinegar dressing before tossing it all together. They all drank a very expensive, well-aged chianti, in keeping with the Italian theme of the meal.

		

		Marsha had insisted on having wine instead of beer with dinner because she felt the added alcohol would make the after-dinner hijinks go smoother, since everyone would feel less inhibited. She had inhaled the beer in the kitchen, drunk several cocktails before Big Ben had gone off and was doing a good job of putting away the chianti with dinner. They were on their second bottle and everyone at the table was smiling and laughing, as if they had all known each other for a long time.

		

		“And now for some after-dinner smokes,” Lee Lee said as she rose to clear away the dishes.

		

		“I’m afraid we don’t have any cigars,” Cyn said, beaming as she wrested a baggie from the front pocket of her tight shorts. “but we do have these!”

		

		Jerrod’s eyes widened as he saw the fat joints of marijuana and the lighter contained within the plastic bag. It was his turn to beam as Cyn fired one up and took a deep drag before passing the smoking roach his way.

		

		“Mmmmmmm, Humboldt’s finest,” Inga purred just before inhaling deeply herself.

		

		“You’d better get out another joint,” Marsha said to Cyn just before the much- shortened doobie reached her. “These mini-Hoovers have about killed this one.”

		

		The big redhead fished a roach clip out of her shorts and finished off the first joint, stubbing out the coal at its end after she had all but inhaled what pot remained and then eating the small tidbit of cigarette paper and unburned marijuana leaves and chasing it with a swallow of Italian wine.

		

		Cyn fired up another fat doobie and passed it around the table after taking a strong hit off it. Jerrod took his turn, his eyes turning decidedly glassy as the smoke too effect. After this joint, too, had met its end at the hands of Marsha, the statuesque redhead asked their guest, “How about a tour of the rest of the house, conducted by five hot girls?”

		

		“Whoa! I’m more than up for that!” Jerrod exclaimed happily.

		

		“You’d better be up; we’re all counting on that!” Marsha assured him, standing up from the table. She leered down at their guest and slowly removed her tank top, revealing her two mammoth breasts in all their glory. “The tour is going to finish up in Inga’s bedroom and all of us are going to be naked by then,” She favored him with an exaggerated wink and laid her discarded top down on the dinner table next to her plate.

		

		“She’s a little heavy-handed, but you’ll get used to her, the way we all have,” Cyn whispered to Jerrod, standing up and taking his arm.

		

		“I like her boldness, as well as her tits,” he murmured back, his eyes darting between the gorgeous brunette and her topless redheaded friend.

		

		“Inga’s and mine aren’t quite as big as Marsh’s,” Cyn drawled teasingly as she reached down for the hem of her tank top, “but I’m sure you’ll like them. Most men seem to.”

		

		Cyn pulled her tank over her head, releasing Jerrod’s arm in order to do so, and dropped it on the table next to her own plate. She picked up her wine glass and drained it as their male guest ogled her bare tits and those of Marsha.

		

		“Holy shit! I’ve never been on a house tour like this one!” Jerrod sighed, watching as first Lee Lee and then Adie stripped off their tops and laid them on the table.

		

		Inga got somewhat unsteadily to her feet and pulled off her own tank, leaving her dressed only in the pair of skin-tight, white short shorts and a pair of high heels. She hurried over the Jerrod and Cyn, taking his other arms and, together, the two girls escorted him back into the foyer with Inga giggling out the words, “One topless house tour coming right up!”

		

		****

		

		“And, finally, this is my room,” Inga said, opening one of the double doors leading into her bedroom.

		

		“Come on, you’re not being a very good hostess tonight, Ing!” Lee Lee protested, reaching over and undoing the snap on Inga’s shorts.

		

		“Yeah, the rest of us are all as naked as we can be!” Marsha agreed, unzipping the shorts and tugging at them.

		

		“They’re right,” Cyn added pulling the pesky garment free of Inga’s full ass and letting them drop down her perfect legs. “I lost mine in Marsha’s room and the rest of the girls all got out of theirs somewhere between here and downstairs!”

		

		Inga started to protest, but Cyn made short work of her thong panties, dropping them down to join her shorts around the high heels.

		

		Jerrod was beaming like a five-year-old in a candy shop with a ten-dollar bill as he glanced around at the naked girls, with their waxed-bare pussies and their exposed nipples. He made no move to get away as Lee Lee unbuttoned his shirt and Cyn tugged it off.

		

		The two girls clearly would have removed more of his clothing but they were both dragged onto the nearby bed by Marsha and Adie. The female foursome was sixty-nining each other in seconds, tongues exploring naked pussies and girlish fingers tweaking bare nipples.

		

		“Jesus Christ, you girls are even wilder than I thought!” Jerrod Martin muttered excitedly under his breath as he watched Cy and Marsha eat each other, while Adie and Lee Lee teased each other’s nipples with fingers and tongues before settling in for a ravenous mutual pussy licking.

		

		Jerrod looked over at the equally-naked Inga and asked, “What about you? Aren’t you into pussy too?”

		

		“I’m very much bisexual, but I haven’t had near my fill of this big cock of yours yet,” Inga explained as she undid Jerrod’s slack and unbuckled his belt. “I can play with the other girls anytime.”

		

		“Good point,” Cyn said, releasing her grip on Marsha’s sumptuous ass and her tongue from her titian-haired friend’s pink little slit. She sat up on the bed and asked Inga, “Do you want me to lick his balls while you suck him?”

		

		What about me?” Marsha asked no one in particular, sitting up beside Cyn.

		

		“You can feed him those outrageous jugs of yours while we blow him,” Ing suggested.

		

		“Fine by me,” Marsha responded happily. “I just love getting my nippies sucked, especially by one of the hottest guys in Hollywood.”

		

		The two girls scrambled off the bed and assisted Inga in removing the rest of Jerrod’s clothes. He was as naked as the rest of them in less than a minute, his impressively-girthy cock half hard already.

		

		“See, I told you he was something,” Inga crowed to her cohorts as soon as his shorts hit the carpet.

		

		“He’s not overly long, but just look at the thickness of that thing!” Marsha marveled as she gazed at the much girthier than average cock. “I bet that hunk of meat would really stretch a girl out!”

		

		“You’re going to find out, if you play your cards right,” Inga promised her, “because I intend to share!

		

		Both Marsha and Cyn looked over at her in amazement. “You’re a good friend, Ing.” The tall redhead offered.

		

		“She’s not greedy, I’ll give her that!” Cyn agreed as she led Jerrod over to the bed by his cock, which was getting stiffer by the second.

		

		****

		

		“It’s weird; I can usually last a long time when I’m fucking a girl,” Jerrod--who was lying on his back with Cyn and Inga between his spread legs and Marsha on her hands and knees beside him, dangling her big tits down into his face—observed wryly. “But when someone as beautiful as you is sucking my dick, Inga, not to mention when someone as gorgeous as Cyn is licking my balls at the same time, I just can’t seem to keep from coming right away!”

		

		The handsome actor/singer’s voice sounded tight, and in view of how fast he had come earlier today, when she had been sucking him in the front seat of that prop car on set, Inga believed him when he said he was getting close. She got ready to swallow a load of hot semen and she wasn’t shocked when Jerrod suddenly bucked up off the bed seconds later and began spewing up into her gliding mouth.

		

		“Holy fuck, he’s coming already!” Marsha yelped in surprise, watching Inga’s practiced throat work in time with Jerrod’s jets of come. She plopped her right tit down on his gasping mouth and reached back with her left hand to stroke her own clit.

		

		Inga waited until the jets of come had slackened before popping Jerrod’s still very stiff dick out of her mouth and offering it to Cyn. The dark-haired beauty hesitated for just a second and then mashed her lips over the man’s jizz-smeared cock head, devouring his cock just as it pulsed again. Inga smiled at Cyn as she began to swallow and lapped at Jerrod’s bunched-tight nuts, causing him to wiggle around beneath her and deposit another big spurt of come into Cyn’s pistoning lips. Inga could tell that from the surprised expression on the posse leader’s face and from the way the other girl’s throat suddenly worked to gulp down the mouthful of jizz.

		

		Marsha gave a moan of contentment just then and Inga reached up with her left hand and toyed with the bigger girl’s clit while Jerrod nursed at her tits. The lush hips pressed downward instinctively, driving Inga’s finger into the juicy little pink twat still further, and she began to finger-fuck Marsha as she licked at Jerrod’s balls.

		

		“Ummmm, I’m coming!” Marsha murmured with satisfaction, grinding her pussy against Inga’s middle finger as it sluiced in and out of her contracting cunt.

		

		“You aren’t the only one!” Lee Lee shrieked as she thrust her trim hips convulsively against Adie’s delving tongue, pushing it further into her own pussy.

		

		The two girls were in a torrid sixty-nine position right next to Inga, Cyn, Marsha, and Jerrod’s four-way. All four of the participants watched the lesbian climax out of the corners of their eyes while they went about their own kinky business. Inga thought having her two friends and fellow posse members getting off at the same time made everything even hotter and she was sure their male guest for the evening wouldn’t disagree.

		

		As if to confirm her thoughts, Jerrod said moments later, his voice muffled from his head still being in between Marsha’s gigantic tits, “You girls are the hottest babes I’ve ever partied with—and believe me, that takes in a lot of young pussy from all around the world!”

		

		“We must really do it for him!” Cyn gasped, letting his prick slide out of her mouth. “Look at him! He’s still hard!”

		

		“You DO really turn me on,” he assured them staring down at his big hard on as Marsha moved out of the way. “But me staying hard is not that unusual, not at a party like this one!”

		

		“Well, I, for one, don’t intend to waste an opportunity like this,” Inga said, rising up onto her knees. “I’m taking the first cock ride of the evening!”

		

		With that, she scrambled into place atop Jerrod’s up-raised cock, pushing past Cyn and lowering herself down onto it, her pussy more than wet enough to take him easily. She remembered Marsha’s earlier comment, about a dick like Jerrod’s really stretching a girl out, as the wide cylinder of flesh entered her. Even though she was used to fucking Riley Ridge, Lee Lee’s big brother and Inga’s current boyfriend, Riley’s enormous prick had not quite prepared her for one as thick as Jerrod’s!

		

		“Jesus, he’s big!” Inga sighed as the blunt ramrod of a cock filled her up.

		

		“Riley’s longer, Marsha pointed out.

		

		“Yeah, but even he’s not this wide!” Inga gasped, settling down onto Jerrod’s pelvis, his huge cock all the way up inside her stretched-open pussy.

		

		“Fuck, you’re tight!” Jerrod sighed.

		

		Inga smiled down at him and began to whip her hips up and down on buried erection. She said, “Enjoy it, baby; fuck me good!”

		

		Jerrod was beaming confidently as he replied, “Ride me as long as you want, Blondie! I’ve come twice already today, counting that blowjob you gave me this morning; so I should be able to last all night, if I need to!”

		

		“Oh, you’ll need to,” Inga assured him, fucking hard. “All my girls are likely to want a turn with this monster before morning!”

		

		Jerrod sighed in mock weariness at that prospect and looked around eagerly at the display of female pulchritude that awaited him on the bed.

		

		****

		

		“I came really hard on that big pussy-splitter of his, but I could go for seconds.” Marsha whispered to Cyn at three that morning. The two naked girls lay intertwined on the pillow next to the one occupied by Jerrod and his current lover, Lee Lee.

		

		The slender girl rode the man’s seemingly indefatigable cock like a demon, her tiny breasts jiggling on her chest, her long mane of brownish-red hair spilling down over her slender

		

		Shoulders as she hunched frantically up and down on his massive prick. She was moaning a mantra-like plea to “Fuck me, fuck me hard, you big-dicked fucker!” as she pistoned up and down.

		

		“OH, be quiet and let Lee have her fun!” Cyn muttered. “Sometimes you act like such a greedy slut, Marsh!”

		

		“Well, then kiss me and shut me up, hot stuff!” Marsha demanded pressing her full lips into Cyn’s. “Make me forget all about Jerrod Martin and his enormous dick!”

		

		While Lee Lee rode and her two friends made out beside her, Inga was whispering to Adie at the foot of the mattress, “You don’t have to fuck him if you don’t want to, kitten! I know you’re all hung up on Tex now and worried what he might think if you cheated on him.”

		

		“You know me so well!” Adie replied in a worried voice. “What about you and Riley?

		

		Aren’t you afraid he’ll find out about tonight?”

		

		Inga made a face as she answered, “He probably will. The paparazzi that are always hanging around outside the front gates no doubt saw Jerrod drive in tonight. If he doesn’t leave until tomorrow morning, everyone will know something happened tonight!”

		

		When Adie looked terrified at that thought, Inga smiled and explained quickly, “Riley and I have a sort of…arrangement; I know he chases all the coed pussy he can get while he’s at the university, and he knows I fuck whoever I want or I need to fuck for business purposes. That’s what this amounts to, really. I intend to make Jerrod my steady date for a few weeks, while Windsong is shooting. The budding young starlet and her leading man meme is as old as Hollywood; a tried and true publicity generator. Jerrod and I are going to be a “thing” in all the gossip mags and on all the celeb news shows over the next month or so and tonight is going to be the start of all that. Riley will just have to adjust to that fact.”

		

		Lee Lee gave out with the signature little sound that all the roommates knew meant she was orgasming just then and both Inga and Adie looked over at her. The lithe girl was shivering and shaking atop Jerrod’s mighty cock, her small nipples jutting out of her almost nonexistent breast mounds as she came and came for the better part of a full minute.

		

		“Good one; lucky Lee!” Inga smiled. She looked at Adie and said, “Your turn, sweetie. Time for you to decide.”

		

		Adie looked torn as she replied, “I’m not missing the chance to be with Jerrod Martin! Whoever thought a girl like me, a nothing from the Midwest, would get the chance to…fuck a hunk like him?”

		

		“He’s quite a handful, or I’d guess you’d have to say a pussyful,” a lightly-sweating, somewhat bedraggled-looking Lee Lee warned Adie as she dismounted from Jerrod’s gleaming-with-girl-come cock and moved aside. “Are you sure you want to try one that big, honey?”

		

		“I’m as ready as I’ll ever be!” Adie said firmly, moving into position above the fat cock.

		

		To everyone’s surprise, Inga reached down between the inexperienced girl’s legs and finger-fucked Adie girlish little slit briefly. Her finger was shiny with pussy oil when she withdrew it and Inga said in a disbelieving tone, “I guess you are at that.”

		

		Jerrod didn’t waste any time getting his big dick into the inexperienced girl. He pulled Adie onto his body and watched her gingerly lower herself onto his meaty manhood. She gasped as he split her open and his thick prong disappeared up inside her tender young pussy inch by inch.

		

		“Jeez, Ing, he is thick!” She turned to her oldest friend in a mild panic when she was halfway down.

		

		“You can handle him, Adie Inga answered encouragingly. “The hard part is over; he’s inside you now.”

		

		Adie gave her a wan smile and, gritting her teeth, she slid the rest of the way down onto the man’s pelvis in one big lunge.

		

		“How do you feel?” Inga asked the girl in a breathy voice.

		

		“Stuffed with cock!” Adie sighed, grinding her impaled little pussy against Jerrod’s shaft.

		

		“Fuck me, you little minx!” He begged her, as he reached up for her smallish tits. “Fuck, but you’re tight!”

		

		Experimentally, Adie whipped her slender hips up and down on his prick, the way she had seen Inga do it earlier. He gasped at how that felt and she gripped him even tighter with her involuntarily-flexing inner muscles.

		

		“Holy shit!” he bellowed in surprise. “Your little pussy is eating me up, baby!”

		

		“Shoot it!” Adie encouraged him, riding hard, leaning over so that her tits dragged across his heaving chest as she bent to kiss him. “I want to feel you stuff inside of me.”

		

		“Don’t worry, you’re going to get it if you keep fucking me like that, Jerrod assured her when the tender kiss ended. “I want to cream you so bad, cutie! I’ve got something hot and gooey for that little pussy of yours, I promise!”

		

		They fucked hard for several more minutes, with Inga reaching in to tweak Adie’s erect little nipples from time to time and to rub her own big breasts across the younger girl’s bare back as she did so. All at once Jerrod stiffened and his thrusts upward grew more frantic.

		

		“Here it is!” he screamed, “Take my load sweetie, take it right up that tight little cunt of yours!”

		

		Adie whined as the thick jets of cock cream bathed her innards and she began to come right along with him. “Oh, God, it’s so hot, and there’s just so much of it!” Inga looked down and saw that Adie wasn’t exaggerating. Rich curds of semen boiled out of her in waves and Jerrod kept on fucking it into her slender body. She was glad her young friend was on the pill and safe from getting pregnant. Inga leaned forward and kissed Adie on the back of the neck, asking in a low whisper “Was that good; did you like it?”

		

		Adie let out a big breath and murmured, “That was my best one ever! With a guy I mean. Marsh and Lee and Cyn have given me some great orgasms.”

		

		“Me too,” Inga admitted, “but sometimes only a man’s cock will do!”

		

		Nodding agreement, Adie extricated herself, Jerrod’s now limp dick gliding out of her as she dismounted, accompanied by a big stream of semen.

		

		“I’m jealous that Adie got the last load of spunk tonight,” Marsha whispered to Cyn in a stage whisper loud enough for everyone to hear.

		

		The posse leader looked down at Jerrod’s soft cock and said, “Well, I guess you could always try for one more, big girl, but that thing looks pretty dead to me.

		

		Marsha scooted down on the bed and turned to lap at the goo-covered prick with her tongue, “Oh, no, you don’t!” Jerrod laughed, moving out of Marsha’s reach. “Enough is enough. You girls are fun, but there are limits!”

		

		Everyone laughed as Jerrod tried to get away from Marsha’s insistent lips. Twenty minutes later, when he finally deposited another small load of jism in the big redhead’s insatiable pussy from behind, doggy-style, he gasped and Inga thought it sound more like a gasp of sheer exhaustion than pleasure.

		

		****

		

		“I hope you had as good a time as we did,” Inga called to Jerrod the next morning as he prepared to leave the house. “See you in two hours on the set.”

		

		“Just enough time to run home and change into some fresh clothes,” he told her as he opened the front door.

		

		Just as Inga had predicted, the paparazzi lined the gates, cameras at the ready as Jerrod drove up the driveway! Not surprised at all, she smiled at her roommates and said, “Well, I guess it’s now official: Jerrod Martin and I are fake sweethearts, as far as the press is concerned.”

		

		“I hope all this sexy publicity sells a lot of Windsong tickets” Marsha groused.

		

		“Well, even if it doesn’t, I had a great time last night,” Lee Lee Ridge sighed. “Jerrod’s got an awesome cock!”

		

		“He sure does,” Adie concurred with a wry grin. “I’m going to be walking funny today, after riding that monster last night, that’s for sure.”

		

		“No one forced you,” Inga reminded her. “You wanted to fuck him, so you did.”

		

		Adie stuck her tongue out defiantly and ran upstairs to shower and get dressed to go to the studio. “Kids!” Inga muttered under breath while the other three laughed.

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		When Inga, Cyn, and Adie got to the studio the next morning, Garrett Soames was already there and waiting for them. He motioned Inga over to talk, looking bright-eyed and eager for the day to begin. Inga felt less than eager, since she hadn’t gotten over a few stolen hours of sleep last night, but she was glad to see that the director, whom she knew to be a recent functioning alcoholic was cheerful and ready to work this morning.

		

		“I trust you know your lines for this scene, my dear,” Garrett said by way of a greeting.

		

		“You know me; always ready,” Inga said more cheerfully than she was actually feeling.

		

		“Good, good, because today you actually have some real acting to do,” Garrett answered sternly. “So far, you’ve only had to show your tits off for the camera and conduct yourself like a normal teenaged girl. Today’s scenes offer more of a challenge. I’m sure you’ll be up to it.”

		

		Inga’s mind flashed back to her first dinner meeting with Garrett, when he had told her about turning in some of his best work before the cameras when he had been still half in the bag from a night of drinking and carousing with his old pal, Richard Burton.

		

		Well, Jerrod Martin is no Richard Burton when it comes to acting, Inga thought to herself, but I did spend most of the night drinking and carousing, so the principal’s the same!

		

		Of course, I’m no Garett Soames either, so we’ll just have to see if I can do what he did.

		

		Adie came over with a strong cup of black coffee and the new script changes for the day and she sat down to drink her coffee and review them. Jerrod Martin arrived a few minutes later, looking freshly showered, shaved, and wearing clothes that were different than the ones she had last seen him in. He said an almost shy hello to Inga and Cyn, had a warmer greeting for Garrett and took the script changes from Adie with an embarrassed smile and sat down across the table from Inga to read them.

		

		I wonder if anyone who wasn’t at my house last night can tell those two fucked each other for the first time recently? Inga asked herself wryly as she glanced over the script, relieved to see her changes were minimal.

		

		Adie’s flustered manner around Jerrod and the sly way he glanced at her out of the corner of his eye while he pretended to read through the pages were obvious to Inga but no one else seemed to notice. She hoped the two’s mutual infatuation with each other wasn’t going to be a problem.

		

		June Ellen got in just before nine and Dale Simms made his appearance shortly thereafter, garnering a silent glare from Garrett and a quick glance down at his wristwatch as Dale sat down at the table.

		

		“Just a few last-minute additions to the dialogue for you to be aware of,” Garrett told them when all of them had settled in with their coffee.

		

		“Couldn’t the writer get these changes to us earlier?” Dale asked irritably.” All of this last-minute stuff strikes me as unprofessional. Scripts should be completed before the first scene is shot.”

		

		“He probably could if he wanted to, but he’s Alan West, so he doesn’t have to,” Garrett told his leading man testily. “He’s doing us all a favor, to be working on a piece of fluff like Windsong in the first place.”

		

		“The great Alan West!” Dale Simms harrumphed. “Two Oscars back a zillion years ago, big deal! When was the last time he even had a script produced?”

		

		“When he won his last Oscar,” Garrett explained patiently. “Tell me again, Mr. Simms, when was your last Oscar-winning film released?”

		

		Dale was able to meet his director’s steely gaze for a moment, but then glanced down at the table as he muttered, “New script changes daily; bunch of armature-hour bullshit!”

		

		“Now, if there are no further questions or comments, let’s adjourn to the set, shall we, people? Garrett Soames challenged his actors.

		

		“Why is he riding Dale so hard?” Jerrod whispered to Inga as they exited the rehearsal hall and made their way over to the sound stage.

		

		“He brings it on himself,” she answered defensively. “Alan West is an old friend of Garrett’s or he wouldn’t be involved in this film anyway. And Garrett doesn’t think much of Dale as an actor.”

		

		“He never picks on you,” Jerrod pointed out.

		

		That’s because I suck his dick at least once a week! Inga thought. But what she said was: “That’s because I do my best to stay on his good side, and, besides that he thinks I have real acting talent!”

		

		When Jerrod looked surprised at that statement, she added quickly, “And he’s right: I do! You’ll see!”

		

		A half hour later, they were seated in the mockup of a car, Inga sitting right next to him on the sedan’s bench seat. She was crying real tears as her character, Marcie, said somewhat theatrically, “Oh, Ricky, I can’t believe you haven’t figured out how to get my necklace for me!

		

		It’s getting so late, after all my birthday is only a few days off!”

		

		“Uh…just chill, Marcie! I’ll get it: I promise! It’s only a question of how I’ll do it, not if I’ll do it or not!” Jerrod answered woodenly. It was clear he was still shocked at how easily Inga had started crying so believably a few seconds after Garrett had called for action on the set.

		

		He’s shocked I’m so good at this, Inga told herself smugly. They all are, except for Garrett. Everyone else still thinks of me as great pair of tits and some sexy blonde hair!

		

		Determined to prove to Jerrod and the jaded camera crew that she was a lot more than that, Inga pulled out all the stops as she said her next few lines of dialogue, “Yes, that’s what you say, darling, but when are you going to do it?”

		

		“Soon, soon,” Jerrod/Ricky pledged nervously. The frantic look in Inga’s character’s eyes was so believable that the young man was suddenly sweating from nervousness.

		

		‘Cut, cut; dial it back just a bit, Inga,” Garrett’s voice filled the front seat of the “car”. “You’re scaring the boy with your intensity.” His tone softened as he added: “We talked about this. You mustn’t chew the scenery, my girl.”

		

		Inga calmed herself and delivered the line again, a little less emotionally this time. Jerrod seemed reassured. He said his lines perfectly: “I’ve already gotten a couple hundreds out of my savings account and changed them into twenties. I plan to replace a couple of hundreds of my mom’s cash in her dresser drawer with the smaller bills and use the hundreds to buy your bracelet for you!”

		

		“you’re sure she won’t notice?”

		

		“I doubt it. I don’t think she looks at her cash closely all that often. It just lays in her drawer. “How’s she going to tell a few of the bills on the bottom are twenties, not hundreds, without taking them out and realty looking them over?”

		

		“And then you’ll gradually replace the twenties with hundreds over the next few months?”

		

		Her boyfriend smiled confidently and said, “It’ll be easy. We just won’t go on many expensive dates for the next few months.

		

		Inga dried her tears and smiled at him. “I won’t care, as long as I have my bracelet!”

		

		The two of them embraced joyfully as the camera pulled back…

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		“Okay,” Adie said under breath as she handed Inga the new script to study, “that was fucking…intense! You were more than good the other night in the rec room, with Cyn reading the Rickey part—but not like that!”

		

		The girl was staring at her as if she was seeing her for the first time, with something like awe showing in her big brown eyes. Inga shrugged and tossed her hair as she replied, “You ain’t seen nothing yet, kid! Wait till you see me do the Marcie-melts-down scene near the end of the movie! That has what Garrett calls ‘the actress’s full range of emotions’ in one continuous scene; I’m laughing hysterically, then crying, then defiant and angry, then contrite and apologetic, all in the space of two minutes or so. And Garrett is so sure I can pull it off that he intends to film it all in one shot, no cut-aways or spliced-in takes.”

		

		Adie blinked as she considered how hard it would be to portray that many emotions in such a short time span. She asked in the same low voice, “When did you discover you could do this?”

		

		“When Garrett first started to tutor me in acting,” Inga announced calmly. “He says you either have it or you don’t.”

		

		“Does Jerrod have it?” Adie asked inquisitively.

		

		“He’s okay, but just okay,” Inga replied disdainfully. “June Ellen is good. And Dale Simms has some talent. But none of them is Garrett Soames, or me.”

		

		“Doesn’t it feel a little weird, being able to…do that, whenever you want to?”

		

		Inga thought about that and then answered, “It did at first. But I got used to it. I can’t imagine being any other way now.”

		

		“Places, everyone,” Garrett’s voice rang out, and the whole company dutifully trooped over to the Lake’s living room set, and got into position to shoot the next scene.

		

		“You’re sure your mother doesn’t mind you joining us out by the pool this afternoon and then staying for an early dinner?” June Ellen’s character asked Inga/Marcie,

		

		“No, she doesn’t much care what I do, as long as I stay out of trouble,” the teenage girl assured her.

		

		“We can pretty much rule that out, with Dan and I here to watch you two kids like a pair of hawks,” June Ellen responded.

		

		“Yeah, but who’s going to watch me?” Dale Simms/Dan Lake said with a leer in the stunning young blonde’s direction. “I bet Marcie is pretty damn tempting in a swimsuit!”

		

		“You’re just an old letch,” his wife told him teasingly, touching him on the tip of his nose with her forefinger. “Besides, I think she’s a little young for you and she’s going to be wearing one of my old suits, so she probably won’t be that tempting.”

		

		Dale flashed his “wife” a look that said Inga would be tempting even if she was wearing a burlap bag and said, “I’ll do my best to resist her, just hurry back from the grocery store.”

		

		“Will do,” June Ellen chirped and looked at Marcie, saying: “I won’t be long but I have to get a few more things at the store for this little barbeque, dear. I’ve laid the best of my old swim suits out for you in our bedroom. It’s just down that hall. You can change while Ricky and I are at the store.”

		

		“I still don’t see why I have to go!” Ricky/Jerrod groused unhappily.

		

		“I’m not loading several heavy bags of groceries into the car all by myself while my big, strong son lolls around by the swimming pool,” she shot back. “Come on, this won’t take long!”

		

		With that, the two of them left the set and Inga pretended to go down the nonexistent hallway.

		

		“Jesus, what a body you’ve got for a kid!” Dale Simms sighed from the crack in the bedroom door he had just eased open. Inga was totally nude now by the bed, trying on an old two-piece swimsuit. The camera moved over her lush nakedness slowly, lovingly revealing every nook, cranny and swell to the theater audience.

		

		“Mr. Lake! What are you doing?” she shrieked, as though genuinely taken off guard by his unwanted intrusion into the bedroom.

		

		“I…uh…just came in to get my swimsuit…and to see if you needed any help?” The older man stammered.

		

		“Well, I don’t!” Inga thundered, making a half-hearted attempt to cover nipples and then her naked pussy with her arms and hand. “I know how to put on a swimsuit by myself, thank you very much! I’m not a child, you know!”

		

		“You certainly aren’t,” he agreed, eagerly running his eyes over Inga’s nude form. “Not with a chest like that, not to mention that ass!”

		

		Instead of remaining put off by his intrusion, she gave him an almost shy little smile and asked, “What about my legs? Do you think they’re too short? Sometimes I wish I were taller; then I’d be perfect!”

		

		“You’re perfect now,” he rushed to reassure her. “You’re the sexiest, most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen!”

		

		“Do you really think so, Mr. Lake? You’re not just saying that are you?”

		

		“I’ll prove it!” he offered, unzipping his pants and rapidly undoing his slacks and belt.

		

		The way the camera was positioned, the movie-goers couldn’t see past Inga’ s naked body to the older actor’s lower half.

		

		“Oh, Mr. Lake! It’s so big; now I know where Ricky gets his size from!”

		

		Dale Simms broke into a knowing smile as he considered that. He said, “So, you’ve seen my son’s dick, too! How did that happen?”

		

		“I…I’ve sucked it for him a few times, and we’ve…done it a few times, too!” she admitted, sounding proud of herself and ashamed, all at the same time.

		

		“Chip off the old block, that boy,” Dale Simms sighed with obvious pride and not a little envy.

		

		He stared at the naked high school girl for the better part of a minute and then said in a lewd whisper, “If you can suck his, you can suck mine. too. Get over here and show me how good you are!”

		

		“Mr. Lake! What kind of a girl do you think I am?” the girl demanded.

		

		“A hot one, I hope. Now suck my cock!”

		

		Inga/Marcie slowly trudged across the small bedroom and sunk to her knees in front of him, carefully keeping her head in front of Dale Simms’s supposedly exposed prick. In actuality, the older actor still had his jockey shorts on, though the bulge behind them was real enough. Inga did not want to do to Dale what she had so willingly done to Jerrod earlier. The idea of sucking off Dale Simms did not thrill her at all!

		

		Instead, she simulated the in and out motion of a blowjob taking place and Dale contorted his face as if he was really getting head.

		

		“Oh, come on, Simms!” Garrett bellowed a few seconds later. “You’re supposed to be getting sucked off by a goddess, not having your dick slowly cut off with a rusty can lid. Show some joy, quit scrunching your face up as though Inga were hurting you!”

		

		The scene broke down entirely as the two men started arguing over what was and was not a proper “orgasm face”. Inga remained on her knees, looking up as the two of them squabbled back and forth.

		

		When Garrett at last said: “That twit, Jerrod, actually faked an orgasm the other day much more effectively than you apparently ever will be able to!”

		

		Inga almost cracked up, laughing, when the director observed, “I was going over the galleys from the first day of shooting last night and young Jerrod managed to look utterly ecstatic at the end of the opening sequence, when Inga was pretending to blow him in the front seat of the car! He actually looked as if he were really coming in her mouth!”

		

		That’s because he was, you old darling! Inga thought to herself but she didn’t say a thing.

		

		“Out done by a novice like him, you should be ashamed,” Garrett muttered in Dale’s direction as he stalked over beside the camera and motioned for shooting to resume.

		

		****

		

		“That was really embarrassing, this morning, having to do five takes of me supposedly coming in your mouth,” Dale Simms whispered to Inga as they approached the buffet table that the caterers had laid out for lunch that day. “I hope your neck isn’t sore from all the head bobbing you did today.”

		

		“No problem; I do a lot of head bobbing on my own, away from the set, so my neck muscles are used to it!” Inga flashed the older man a sexy smile.

		

		“Jesus! What a hot little bitch you are,” Dale said, digging in to the fried chicken the buffet offered.

		

		“You’ll just have to use your imagination, Dale, because you’re not going to find out,” Inga assured him, taking come melon slices and a fat strawberry from the fruit display and putting them on her plate.

		

		“Cunt!” Dale muttered, moving away from her.

		

		The most sought-after cunt in Hollywood, Inga thought proudly as she went on down the buffet line, taking a hard-boiled egg here and a slice of dill pickle there.

		

		She was trying to eat healthier, now that actual shooting had started. She’d even swum a few laps in the pool the other day. Don’t want to look fat in my nude shots. She thought to herself. America would be so disappointed!

		

		“Hey, Ing, how about ordering in from Salvatore’s tonight?” Adie asked her, catching up to her in the food line. “I’m really Jonesing for some of their cheesy bread sticks!”

		

		“How about a big salad tonight instead?” Inga asked her friend. “Got to watch what I eat, now that I’m showing it all off to the cameras.”

		

		“That would be cool, if we could have some avocados on the salad, and some of that dreamy Chablis that I like so much with it!” Adie said with a big anticipatory smile.

		

		We can phone Marsh later and tell her to make sure there’s a couple of bottles of the Chablis in the fridge when we get home,” Inga said, returning Adie’s smile.

		

		She reached out and chucked Adie under her chin and asked, “Whatever happened to that little teetotaler from Minnesota who moved out here a little while ago?”

		

		“She fell in with the wrong crowd, I guess, the lucky little bitch!” Adie giggled.

		

		Inga laughed, too, but her mirth wasn’t as heart-felt as Adie’s. She found herself wondering, not for the first time, if bringing the inexperienced girl out here, to Hollywood, had been the right thing to do or not.

		

		****

		

		When Inga had Adie phone home and ask Marsha about the wine and the salad makings, she came back to Inga looking rather hangdog and uneasy. “Don’t tell me we ran out of wine or no one thought to buy avocados!” Inga exclaimed theatrically.

		

		“Marsh said your dad called and he didn’t sound happy,” Adie informed her. “He didn’t want to bother you at the studio by calling your cell phone, but he wants you to call him as soon as we get home tonight.”

		

		What the fuck is THAT all about? Inga thought to herself. Her exhilaration at how well today’s shoot had been going up until now began to evaporate. She gathered the thick terrycloth robe she wore over her wet swimsuit and sulked over to a nearby Windsong-stenciled director’s chair sat down heavily, pretending to study her copy of today’s shooting script.

		

		Since she had long ago learned her lines for the up-coming scene, she was actually thinking about her real-life father, Eric Norgaard, and what he could want to talk to her about. The relationship between her and her dad had been super-close, then estranged as he had hit some rough water in his banking career just as she had been discovered by Amos Stalling and moved out on her own with the posse. But over the last few months, things had smoothed out between them. Still, he rarely called her and never with a demand that she call him back right away: What the fuck was going on?

		

		****

		

		The rest of the workday sped by in a blur, as Inga delivered her lines and thought about talking to her dad. She worried slightly that her concentration had slipped away but Garrett seemed happy with her performance, which had mostly consisted of playing in the swimming pool with Jerrod while June Ellen and Dale Simms exchanged lines of dialogue in the background.

		

		“And that’s a wrap for today, people!” Garrett said at a quarter to five.

		

		Inga got showered and dried her hair, changing into shorts and a blouse for the brief drive home. They had come in Adie’s car, Inga’s old Mercedes four-seater convertible, so Adie was driving today. Inga hopped in the back seat and Cyn in the passenger seat while Adie settled in behind the wheel. The top was down because it was a cloudless seventy-five degrees in Los Angeles that day.

		

		“I’ll never get tired of the weather out here!” Adie said as she fired up the engine and put the car in reverse.

		

		“I guess it does get sort of monotonous after a while,” Cyn commented.

		

		“You’ve clearly never lived through a Midwest thunder storm in June,” Adie told the posse leader with a derisive laugh. “With towering black clouds, just full of rain and lightning strikes that light up the whole night.”

		

		“Don’t forget the thunder claps that scare the holy living shit out of you!” Inga contributed from the backseat.

		

		“I’ll pass,” Cyn sneered. “Seventy-five, without a cloud in sight is okay with me.”

		

		In half hour, they were rolling through the gates of Inga’s Beverly Hills estate, waving at the paparazzi and mugging for the cameras.

		

		Inga dropped her purse on the table in the foyer and headed directly for the bar in the rec room. “Alcohol is really fattening,” Adie reminded her as she made a tall seven-and-seven for herself.

		

		“One won’t hurt me,” Inga retorted, taking a big sip. “I worked hard today; I’ll have you know!”

		

		“Laying around the pool set getting a tan and saying a few lines?” Adie asked snidely. “This being a movie star stuff is easier than I ever thought it was!”

		

		Inga drank some more of her calming cocktail and simply smiled. She looked at the ornate clock on the mantel and realized it was plenty late enough to call her dad. He rarely stayed at the office past five-thirty.

		

		Cyn came into the room and elbowed Inga out of the way behind the bar. The gorgeous blonde asked her, “Would you be a dear and get me the phone after you finish building that drink?”

		

		The tall posse leader took a big gulp of her drink and sauntered across the room to the house phone. She removed it from its charger and carried it over to the bar.

		

		“Do you want me to dial it for you as well? Who are we calling?”

		

		“Daddy, if you must know. Mine, not yours.”

		

		“Inga!” Eric Norgaard almost shouted instead of saying the customary hello. “Did you happen to watch Hollywood Insider last night?”

		

		She hadn’t but Jerrod had filled her in this morning about what the show’s first feature had been about last night. It had showed some paparazzi shots of his car entering the gates of her house at around dusk, and then leaving before dawn had fully arrived.

		

		“Daddy, I can explain!” Inga said reflexively.

		

		“You’d better, because it looks for all the world like you’re entertaining overnight guests, who happen to be male!”

		

		“Jerrod Martin had dinner with us last night, but he was interested in spending the night in bed with…Adie!” Inga blurted, desperate for an excuse for last night.

		

		“Adie?” Eric Norgaard repeated, dumbstruck.

		

		“Uh…he and Adie really hit it off on set,” Inga lied still further. Jerrod DID fuck Adie last night! She assured herself quickly, remembering how Adie had ridden Jerrod’s fat dick to what had proven to be a spectacular orgasm for both of them.

		

		“She…she…I can’t believe she’d ever do that!” Inga’s father sputtered in shock.

		

		“Oh, Daddy; she isn’t a little girl anymore.” Inga said blithely.

		

		She remembered the dinner she and Adie had shared over at her mother and father’s house, about a week after Inga and the posse had spirited Adie away from Minnesota at the start of the summer. It was just like the dozens of meals the four of them had shared, except that they were sitting in the dining room of a mansion in Beverly Hills and not around the kitchen table back in St. Croix. It had all seemed a little surreal, dining on Mom’s Swiss steak recipe, the way they all had a number of times before, but in this new and somewhat exotic setting.

		

		And now here I am, throwing my best friend under the bus, lying to my father again, to justify my behavior! Inga was slightly disgusted with herself, but not enough to alter her course now!

		

		“The celeb mags and the TV talk shows have it all wrong about Jerrod and me,” she continued. “But I’m not going to deny it, because it’s good publicity for the film.”

		

		She plunged ahead with her lie, saying: “You may be hearing all about Jerrod and me being romantically involved in the coming weeks, but it’s not true. It’s just hype for the movie!”

		

		There was a long silence, during which her four roommates stared at her. Marsha and Cyn looked shocked, Adie looked as if she was about to cry, and Lee Lee’s expression was difficult to read.

		

		“Well, I should get off the phone, Daddy,” Inga said at last. “I just got home from the studio and I’m supposed to help Marsha make a big salad for dinner.”

		

		She nodded at his reply and then broke the connection. “I wasn’t expecting that!” Adie blurted. “Way to bail on your oldest friend, blonde-girl!” Marsha said cattily.

		

		“That was cold, but effective, I’d bet,” Cyn said with something like admiration in her voice.

		

		“Your daddy’s going to be giving Adie the fisheye, instead of you. Congratulations, Ing. You’re learning!” Lee Lee said after the others had finished critiquing her performance.

		

		“I did what I had to do!” Inga defended herself weakly.

		

		“What about Riley?” Cyn asked just then. “Are you going to try to run the same bullshit story on him?”

		

		“No, I’m always truthful with him, if he asks.” Inga said, painfully aware that Lee Lee was in the room and that she was Riley’s little sister and that she might tell her big brother what was said.

		

		“He’s not going to be happy about you balling Jerrod,” Marsha said.

		

		“He’s rarely said anything when we’ve all had round-robins with him and some of his frat brothers,” Inga reminded them. “In fact, it was his idea some of the time, as I recall!”

		

		“That’s true,” Cyn agreed with a wry little smile of remembrance. “But I doubt he’s going to feel the same way about our soiree the other night with Jerrod!”

		

		Another silence engulfed the room. Finally, Inga said, “Why don’t you let me worry about my boyfriend, while you four make the salad and pour us some wine?”

		

		“Sounds like a plan to me!” Marsha said enthusiastically, leading the way into the kitchen. “I bought some primo crusty French bread to go with the meal, and I can’t wait to butter a piece of it and sip some wine!”

		

		The other three girls all tried to talk at once while Marsha attacked the bread with her bare hands, breaking off a big chunk and slathering it with butter. Lee Lee opened the refrigerator and took out the cold bottle of Chablis. Cyn snatched it away from her, saying: “give me that, you little twit. It takes you a half hour to open a bottle of wine: we’d all die of thirst by then!”

		

		The kitchen door swung shut on their laughter and Inga heard the distinctive pop of a wine cork moment later. Girlish shouts of “Quit hogging it all!” and “Pour me some, you greedy thing!” echoed out of the kitchen and into the rec room.

		

		Inga ignored them and went over to her purse, to fish out her cell phone.

		

		****

		

		“…Okay, I fucked him. I admit it,” Inga said into the phone a few minutes later, after Riley’s questions had gradually brought the conversation to this point. “It was mostly for publicity’s sake; the old ‘young starlet and her handsome leading man’, bullshit. It’s as old as films, for God’s sake!”

		

		“Yeah, yeah, he’s got a nice dick,” Inga explained patiently, “but it’s not nearly as long as yours, baby!” She nodded and said, “Of course he made me come; you know how I am in a five-way with the other girls and a guy!”

		

		Riley was still ranting a little but he really didn’t sound all that angry. He and Inga, after all, had an agreement about such things! She hadn’t put it to the test much yet, she’d always hidden her little sessions with Garrett and Riley’s dad, Lonnie Ridge, from her boyfriend in the past. It had been easy, since they didn’t really see each other that often. He was all the way across town at university, while she had her own life in Hollywood and Beverly Hills.

		

		“You should probably brace yourself for more stories about me and Jerrod,” she warned him, “at least while Windsong is a thing. Your dad and mom, as my agents, say its wonderful publicity, since Jerrod already has such a big fan base. Along with mine, the fan interest will be huge! Or at least that’s what everybody says.”

		

		She frowned, even though she was aware he couldn’t see her, as she finished the call with: “I’m sure you’ll get through this alright; you have all those coeds to help you get over it”

		

		After hanging up, Inga chastised herself mentally for that crack about the coeds. She had known ever since her and Riley had been dating that they weren’t exclusive. They’d both known that a hot babe like Inga and a stud like Riley were too drawn to other people to remain true to one another. He’d always had other dalliances, as had she.

		

		They didn’t mean anything. Not next to what they felt for each other whenever they were together!

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		Neither Inga or Cyn ended up eating the crusty French bread or the big salad that night, however. Because at just after six, the house phone rang and it turned out to be Garrett with an unexpected dinner invitation for them both. It seemed he was having Alan West over for dinner at seven and he was expecting to meet Inga for the first time over dinner and drinks.

		

		“Well, I guess I could make it,” Inga said somewhat doubtfully, “after all, you’re just next door and I haven’t eaten yet. Neither has Cyn.”

		

		“It wouldn’t be just dinner and schmoozing,” Garrett warned her. “Alan wants to see you act, so I’m planning on showing him the clip of you and me doing a scene from The Traitor upstairs, after dinner.”

		

		Inga picked up on the possibilities of that right away, saying rather pointedly, “Up in your bedroom, eh? Should I be expecting double hanky-panky from two older lovers tonight, then?”

		

		“I wouldn’t be surprised,” Garrett said, sounding relieved that she had so quickly suspected his plans for a ménage a trois between himself, Alan West and Inga. “Alan and I have doubled up on a few girls in the past, but that was a long time ago.”

		

		Inga wasn’t shocked to discover that the idea of being in bed with someone as old as Garrett’s elderly writer friend didn’t bother her that much. After all, Garrett was no spring chicken himself and Amos Stallings had been in his seventies when he’d “auditioned” her for Windsong.

		

		Fucking old guys is not too unusual for me, I guess! Inga told herself calmly. Besides, someone as old as Alan might not be able to perform sexually anymore!

		

		Oh, I bet he will, Inga reassured herself. I’m Inga fucking Norgaard aren’t I? The hottest-looking teenage girl in America! At least that’s what the fan mags and celebrity gossip shows all say!

		

		“What’s for dinner?” she asked Garrett.

		

		“Hilda’s making one of your and Cyn’s favorites, Tournedos de Beof.”

		

		“You eat too much red meat!” Inga chided him. “Remember what happened to Amos; heart attacks are common among the older set.”

		

		“Just be here at seven, you young tart,” Garrett growled at her. “I plan to eat you as an after-dinner treat!”

		

		****

		

		“It’s good of Adie to let us borrow her car tonight,” Cyn said as she finished arranging the big bath towel in the trunk of the old Mercedes.

		

		“It used to be mine,” Inga reminded her as she got ready to climb in. “Besides, it’s not like she’s going anywhere tonight.”

		

		Inga got into the trunk, being careful to lie atop the clean towel to keep her nice sundress unsmudged and free from grease marks in the old car’s roomy trunk. Cyn made sure she was relatively comfortable before closing the lid and getting in to start the car.

		

		In moments, they were past the gathered paparazzi at the front gate and motoring merrily next door, to Garrett Soames’ three-story mansion. Once they were safely in the driveway and back by Garrett’s multi-car garage, Cyn hopped out and opened the trunk once more.

		

		“Fooled them again,” Inga said, straightening out the wrinkles in her dress as best she could and making sure the clasp of her pearl necklace was properly centered at the back of her neck.

		

		“Nothing suspicious about a girl driving over to her dad’s house for dinner,” Cyn agreed. “Not even worth taking one picture of that.”

		

		The two of them walked over to the kitchen door and Cyn opened it.

		

		Hilda, Garrett’s long-time cook and housekeeper, welcomed them with a hug for each of them. “The gentlemen are having cocktails in the living room,” she informed them in a low voice. “You two imps have just enough time to join them for one before dinner is served, if you hurry.”

		

		“Wouldn’t want to miss having a cocktail with the famous Alan West, now would we?” Inga told Hilda with a smile, pushing open the kitchen door.

		

		“Ah, here she is, the girl all Hollywood is raving about, Inga Norgaard!” Garrett said, rising up from his easy chair, cocktail in hand, the second Inga stepped in from the dining room.

		

		Inga had done some research on Alan West, looking him up on the web. He used to be tall, broad-shouldered, and handsome. He wasn’t now.

		

		His once full head of dark brown hair had shrunk down to a curtain of grey that ran from one side of his otherwise shiny skull in back to the other. And his once handsome face had morphed into an old man’s. The strong, acauline nose was still there but it stood out almost comically from the shrunken cheeks and curbstone-chin. All the facial hair he had cultivated as a younger man was long-gone, except for a few grey and white hairs he had missed while shaving.

		

		The broad shoulders remained but they were now bereft of muscle and stood out under his knit shirt like a coat hanger, his once muscular chest having receded into a bony parody of its former self. Alan West looked every day of his eighty years!

		

		Inga remembered wistfully, the pictures of him in a swimsuit, sitting behind the wheel of his speedboat, accompanied by one of his glamorous. movie star wives from back in the mid-sixties. He had been so hunky back then!

		

		“I’m pleased to meet you, Mr. West. I think I’ve seen almost all of your movies!” Inga said, shaking his offered hand.

		

		“I doubt it,” Alan West answered with a charming smile, displaying a set of perfect teeth that seemed somewhat out of place in such an otherwise decrepit older man. “Did a lot of script-doctoring work on other writers’ movies, and they rarely gave me credit for that. You’ve probably seen lots of movies that I had a big hand in and never known it!”

		

		What a bummer that must be—working to fix a movie’s script and getting no credit for doing it! Inga thought to herself sadly.

		

		“That’s why I’m insisting my name is on your movie, it it’s any good,”

		

		the writer told her with a teasing leer on his face.

		

		“Well, it’s my first movie, so I’m no judge, but Garrett assures me it’s good so far,” Inga said to him brightly.

		

		“Garrett is nothing but a ham actor, when you get right down to it,” Alan West growled. “You should see some of the dreck he was in back in England, before he came to Hollywood.”

		

		“Some things are best left undiscussed,” Garrett broke into the conversation. “Besides you’ve seen some of the dailies, Alan, and Inga has been superb.”

		

		The older man’s features softened into an admiring smile as he looked at her and he said, “That she has! A rare combination of youthful sex appeal and talent! A real star in the making!”

		

		Hilda came into the living room just then and announced that dinner was served at the same time Cyn approached Inga with a freshly-made seven and seven, sparing her a reply to Alan West’s gushing praise. She sipped her cocktail gratefully and merely smiled at the two men.

		

		Cyn whispered conspiratorially, “I could stay for a while after dinner, to help you by running lines and your upstairs duties, you know. Alan had quite a crush on me when I turned twelve and started getting curvy. I could fuck him while you did Daddy, if you’d like!”

		

		Not much shocked Inga any more, but the idea of a four-way with Cyn and Garrett did. “You’d be comfortable doing that—fucking a guy right in front of your dad and me?”

		

		“I’ve fucked lots of guys right in front of you, and I’ve seen Daddy naked since I was a little girl. Did you think the five of us invented nude sunbathing?”’

		

		“Yeah, but seeing his dick naked and limp is different from seeing it hard and in action,” Inga protested in a murmured tone.

		

		Cyn gave her a rueful smile and whispered, who says Daddy and I were alone, out by the pool? I was about seven when I saw him mount up on woman for the first time, and that wasn’t the only time!”

		

		For what seemed like the millionth time, Inga thought back to her own Minnesota upbringing and how relatively normal it had been compared to the ways the rest of the posse had been raised. Garrett sidled over to her and Cyn, saying, “Here, what are you two young rapscallions whispering about?” Don’t you know that it’s rude to have private conversations in polite company?”

		

		“Oh, Cyn was just saying she has to get right back over to our place after dinner,” Inga said, smiling brightly and looking straight at Cyn.

		

		“That’s alright; I have work for her to do at home tonight, before she totters off to bed,” Garrett assured Inga, throwing a fatherly arm around Cyn’s shoulders and steering her toward the dining room, while breaking his own rule and whispering intently in her ear as he did so.

		

		Cyn nodded and said, loud enough for Inga to hear, “I guess I can do that, sure, Daddy.”

		

		“Make sure you get it right,” Garrett cautioned her in a normal tone.

		

		“Get what right?” Alan West asked, coming up to them.

		

		“Oh, just some things I want her to do at the studio in the morning, before we begin shooting.” Garrett told his friend breezily, shrugging his shoulders.

		

		“My goodness, you’ve surely grown up a great deal since I last saw you, Cynthia,” Alan West said to her. “You’re favoring your mother more as the years go by.”

		

		Cyn made a sour face at the mention of her estranged mother and said: “Not too much, I hope, Alan. I have her tits and her skin tone but I can do without her deceit and fowl temper!”

		

		“Just so,” the writer agreed with a wry smile. “We could all do without experiencing those again!”

		

		Garrett chuckled and led them into the dining room, all laughing and talking together as if they’d known each other for a long time, which was true for three of them. Inga was feeling slightly like a fifth wheel at this gathering as dinner began, but that sensation faded as everyone—even Cyn—went out of their way to make her feel welcome at the table.

		

		****

		

		Hilda’s thinly sliced slabs of beef tenderloin were perfect as usual and Inga really enjoyed the rich sauce the cook had slathered over them and their crisp, home-made croutons. Even the steamed vegetables were done just the way she preferred them, cooked, but not overly so. The snap-peas were still slightly crunchy and the carrots were just right, cooked through but still flavorful, not too mushy but not too crisp either.

		

		Garrett’s choice of accompanying red wine was spot-on too. Not too heavy, so that it over-powered the flavor of the superbly-done beef, but authoritative enough to complement it.

		

		“This meal is wonderful, as usual,” Inga complemented Garrett when Hilda was back in the dining room, clearing away plates and silverware. The elderly cook smiled and went on collecting the used utensils. “Marsha is getting better in the kitchen, the more she practices, but she still can’t compete with Hilda as cook.”

		

		“That for damned sure!” Cyn agreed, finishing her wine. “That barbequed chicken at our graduation party was the top of her game and it was nothing special.”

		

		“Oh, Miss Cyn, don’t give up on her yet,” Hilda broke in. “The girl has been over here during the day a couple of times during the past weeks, cooking with me, learning some of my secrets!”

		

		“Well, she’s certainly taking her time, showing off her new skills, then.” Cyn told the cook. “I certainly haven’t noticed any difference yet.”

		

		“Marsh has lots of publicity duties, in addition to her cooking chores,” Inga reminded Cyn. “She hasn’t got time to prepare gourmet meals for us every night!”

		

		“She can start showing off all she’s learned anytime now, as far as I’m concerned,” Cyn said, rising from the table. “I’m sorry to eat and then run, but I have to get home and get some sleep. I’ve got some stuff to do for Daddy, in the morning, before shooting starts.”

		

		Cyn went to Alan West’s chair, bent over, giving him a close-up view of her big, round tits in the low-cut top she wore, and kissed him on the forehead, saying, “Alan, don’t be such a stranger. You simply must come over to Daddy’s house more often, so I can see more of you. I live right next door at Inga’s!”

		

		She straightened up and said to Garrett and Inga, “I’ll see both of you in the morning, on set bright and early. Have a wonderful night!”

		

		With that, she was gone out the kitchen door and into the night. Garrett looked over at his friend and said, “Wait until you see The Traitor clip. Inga was already better than Hildegard Bennett, my co-star in that film was. And I had just begun to work with Inga! This kid is a natural, Alan: she may be the best actress I’ve ever seen!”

		

		****

		

		“She certainly has got talent as an actress,” Alan West admitted as the short clip ended. Her emotion, her accent; everything was perfect!”

		

		“Just wait until you see what she can do with Forbidden Passion!” Garrett all but gushed. “Inga has learned a scene from that film from memory, and I plan to do it with her for you right now!”

		

		Inga had few worries about performing the scene from the second film for Alan. The plumy English accent required of her for that one was easier for her to do than the heavy Irish brogue she had been forced to learn for The Traitor and the emotions she needed to summon up in portraying the jilted British ingenue were far easier to mimic than the rather complicated feelings the Irishwoman had had for the smitten I.R.A. traitor.

		

		The words of dialogue rolled off her tongue and Alan West sat on the couch in Garrett’s bedroom, slack-jawed at the brilliance of what he was witnessing. When the scene was done, he sprang off the couch, applauding and smiling at the two actors.

		

		“You’re right; she’s a fucking phenom!” Alan offered, beaming at Inga.

		

		Blushing at his vehemence, Inga reached behind her and began unzipping her sundress, saying, “Let’s see if I’m as good a fuck as I am an actress, shall we, boys?”

		

		****

		

		“Well, I’’ tell you one thing!” Alan West gasped when Inga let his big cock slide out of her mouth fifteen minutes later, “you may or may not be the best actress in Hollywood, but you’re the best cocksucker I’ve ever met!”

		

		Alan and Garrett were leaning against the bank of pillows lining the head of Garrett’s bed and Inga was on her tummy, fellating both of their mighty cocks, one after the other. Both Viagra-inspired hard ons stood up over their ball sacs, waving proudly in time with their excited heartbeats and gleaming with a thick coating of Inga’s saliva.

		

		“I told you she was extraordinary in bed, didn’t I?” Garrett demanded.

		

		“You’re usually so full of shit it’s a wonder your eyes aren’t brown instead of blue,” Alan West panted, still recovering his breath from the fantastic head he had just experienced. “But this time, you were more than right! This kid is the hottest piece of ass I’ve ever been in bed with!”

		

		That takes in a lot of gorgeous girls, considering how many times he’s been married and all the Hollywood honeys he’s dated over the years! Inga told herself, remembering all she had read about Alan West since he’d agreed to revise Windsong’s script.

		

		At the moment, she had Alan’s erect cock in her left fist and Garrett’s in her right. She was slowly stroking them, keeping them hard as the men toyed with her very stiff nipples, each of them claiming one breast as she lay between them.

		

		“Fuck me, Alan, fuck me hard: I want you to!” Inga purred up at him, getting up onto her knees and elbows for him.

		

		The older man’s face reflected that he couldn’t believe his luck as he got unsteadily to his knees and moved around behind her on the bed. She shifted over to her right and got between Garrett’s legs, intending to bend down and give him a good cocksucking while Alan went at her from behind.

		

		The elderly writer had just started to fuck her furiously when Garrett reached under his pillow and took out a tube of sex gel, which he tossed onto the mattress beside Inga and Alan. “Go ahead; lube her ass up and take it!” Garrett urged his old pal. “I know you like anal better than anything, and as it turns out, so does Inga!”

		

		She glanced over at the mirrored closet doors and saw Alan raptly staring down at her bunghole while his hard dick flew in and out of her pussy. “You…you can’t mean it?” Alan’s disbelieving voice inquired. “This little goddess doesn’t like it up this exquisite ass, does she?”

		

		Garrett chortled gleefully as Inga’s lips pistoned up and down his rigid cock shaft, saying,” She does, indeed! You lucky old bugger, you! Now give her ten inches of your best!”

		

		Inga felt Alan’s prick slow its frantic pace in her pussy as he leaned over to retrieve the tube of slickum. She gasped around Garrett’s fat cock as she felt her asshole suddenly being deluged with the cold, greasy gel and hen Alan’s cock leaving her twat and being pressed up against her rosebud.

		

		Alan West’s cock wasn’t nearly as shrunken with age as the rest of his body had been. His prick tip was still mushroom-shaped and quite large, and the rest of his ten-inch dick was thick and unbending as it forced her nether hole open and disappeared down inside.

		

		Inga groaned around Garrett’s inflated manhood, but kept on laving it with her tongue and sucking all the while. He sighed with pleasure as he watched his old friend’s big cock enter Inga’s stretched-open bunghole all the way up to his balls.

		

		Alan matched Garrett’s sighs of satisfaction with those of his own as he plowed Inga’s tight little ass with unbridled enthusiasm. “God, she’s so snug! So slippery inside! So damned hot! This girl was just made for sex!”

		

		“That she was, Alan! Enjoy her; enjoy the hottest piece of ass you’re ever likely to experience!” Garrett chortled happily, his right hand on the back of Inga’s head, urging her lips up and down his threatening-to-explode-cock. “You cream her bowels, while I cream her throat!”

		

		The two older, triumphant men shared a conspiratorial, naughty chuckle and increased the pace of their ravishment of the very subservient Inga. She smiled inwardly at their praise of her one-of-a-kind body and face and fucked on. She was enjoying Alan’s butt-fucking immensely; his cock was thick and long, like her boyfriend, Riley’s, and felt so good slipping in and out of her lovely ass as Alan leaned forward and caressed her throbbing clit with his fingertips while he fucked her. Garret’s free hand was stroking her aroused nipples just the way she adored it most, teasing and toying, stopping occasionally to squeeze and fondle her sensitive flesh.

		

		This is wonderful! Inga told herself as her body jerked and spasmed in ecstasy between them. They may be old, but they really know how to treat a girl! I’m going to come so hard for them-- I can’t help it!

		

		Garrett beat her to a huge orgasm by a few frantic heartbeats. His formidable old cock throbbed mightily and spat out a huge wad of hot come just as her own clit began to pulse with fury under Alan’s constant fingering. The famous actor turned director gasped that he was coming, right in her sucking mouth just as she swallowed his initial outpouring.

		

		Alan, watching her slender throat work to down it’s gooey load, sunk his aged dick deep in her asshole and gripped her buns with a talon-like grip when she began to shiver and shake through her own orgasm, his prick trapped in her convulsing ass tunnel, which was jerking open and shut in time with her winking pussy.

		

		“Take it, you hot young bitch!” he screamed as he came with every inch of his being in her beautiful, teenage ass. “Take my spunk, just like you’re taking Garrett’s down your throat!”

		

		The two older men chuckled with delight once more as they emptied their aged ball sacs into the young beauty simultaneously, holding her writhing, swallowing body in place and simply using it to their hearts’ content. Inga felt as if her head was exploding! She had sucked off Garrett dozens of time during the last few months of their intimacy, but he had never some this long, this much! She would surely drown in semen, if he didn’t stop spurting soon!

		

		And Alan was absolutely flooding her asshole with hot jism! Who would have guessed that a man as old as him had that much spunk stored up?

		

		Well, I guess if you haven’t had a decent piece of ass in years…Inga thought to herself forgivingly as the incredible hot stream of goo started to slow at last.

		

		Slowly the old writer’s deflating cock dragged itself free of her gooey anus. When it was clear, Inga sagged down onto the big bed next to the smiling Garrett, sharing a pillow with him.

		

		“Inga, my girl, you’re magnificent,” Alan West assured her, leaning forward and patting her rounded butt as she lay on her side before him.

		

		“I’d love to do this again sometime soon,” Alan said, stepping down off the bed, “but it’s late and I have to get home and do some more work on your movie. I’m slightly exhausted, both physically and mentally, but it’s a good exhaustion! The tiredness of a man who’s been well and truly satisfied in bed for the first time in a very long time.”

		

		He shrugged his bony shoulders and smiled down at her as he continued with: “I always work best in the very early mornings, and our little…get-together tonight has inspired me to write a new sex scene. How do you feel about doing a lesbian scene?”

		

		Inga tried to remain calm as she said, “I’m more than ready for that, but who do you have in mind for the other actress?”

		

		“June Ellen Ridge!” Alan shot back. “Do you think she’d consent to do it?”

		

		“Not a chance,” Garrett murmured, “You know June Ellen; she doesn’t ever do nudity, and she’s certainly never done an explicit girl-girl sex scene!”

		

		“She’ll do it for me,” Inga insisted vehemently. “You write it, and I’ll get her to do it, I promise!”

		

		The two men looked doubtful at first, but Inga went on to say: “She’s my agent and one of my business managers. Plus, she’s one of my best friend’s mom! I’ve come to know her very well and consider her a good friend and mentor. She’ll do it if I ask her to!”

		

		June Ellen is still a very nice-looking women, even if she is in her forties now!” Alan allowed.

		

		Those big tits of hers, naked on the screen for the first time ever, would sell a lot of tickets, wouldn’t they?” Garrett asked, smiling devilishly.

		

		“Especially with me naked and sucking on them!” Inga contributed with a girlish giggle that made both men’s limp dicks stir with renewed desire.

		

		****

		

		It was one o’clock when Alan, fully dressed, made his way down the darkened stairs in the Soames mansion and out to his waiting car. Inga and Garrett took a shower together, fooled around in bed some more, and then he made love to her again, mounting up missionary-style this time and riding her willing pussy to a come-spraying, mutually-satisfying climax.

		

		“How will I get home?” Inga asked him lying in the darkened bedroom as the clock struck three. “Some of those worthless paparazzi are bound to be sleeping in their cars, waiting for me to show up so that they can snap a picture!”

		

		“I talked to Cyn about this earlier,” Garrett said cagily. “No one is likely to believe a story about dinner with Alan West and acting lessons lasting until four in the morning, so we’re going to try a different bit of flummery tonight!”

		

		Intrigued, Inga got up and quickly donned her pretty sundress and high heels, ignoring both her underwear and pantyhose, stuffing those in her purse, and followed him downstairs in the dark. He led her over to the French doors leading out to the pool and patio area, which was even darker than the rest of the big house.

		

		“I fetched this ladder from the storage shed this afternoon and leaned it against the fence when it was still light enough to see,” Garrett explained when he pointed out a long ladder, which was up against the brick wall his backyard shared with Inga’s.

		

		“Let me get this straight, you want me to climb this, in the dark, and…what, drop down into my yard? It must be fifteen feet! I’ll break my fucking neck! Especially in these high heels and this dress!”

		

		If Cyn has done what I asked her to do earlier, there will be a ladder similar to this one, leaned up against your side of the wall,” the older man explained calmly. “You will simply climb down into your yard and go in the back slider, whose alarm will be turned off, again, if Cyn has done her job properly.”

		

		He didn’t sound too sure of his youngest daughter’s ability to follow orders and neither was Inga. Cyn was impulsive, prone to forgetting small details. She could see herself clamoring down the second ladder, only to find the security system still on and the spotlights in the backyard and the alarms coming on as she tried to open the slider.

		

		How embarrassing would that be? With Marsh laughing brassily and the Beverly Hills cops asking Inga how she came to be out in her backyard at four in the morning, wearing only a skimpy dress and a pearl necklace, in a pair of fuck me Jimmy Choos, trying to break into her own house? Such an incident would make not only the usual celebrity rags and television shows, but the Los Angeles Times and newspapers across the country!

		

		Sure enough, when she had laboriously climbed to the top of Garrett’s ladder, the one on her side of the fence was yards away! When she had once more negotiated her way down the ladder and was standing next a shocked Garrett, she told him: “the other ladder’s way down the fence, that way.”

		

		“Wretched girl! She never seems to be able to follow the simplest direction! I clearly told her to put the damned thing by the tree!”

		

		“There’s a tree by our side of the fence and that’s where she put it,” Inga informed him brusquely. “Now, help me move this big fucker down there.”

		

		“Your language is deteriorating, the more you hang around with those female delinquents!” Garrett admonished her as they wrestled the lengthy ladder down the fence together.

		

		“Shut the fuck up and lift! Inga huffed under her breath, straining to move the heavy ladder by herself.

		

		“A fine way to address you elders! Especially your director, you young twit!” Garrett carped as the ladder began to move.

		

		*****

		

		It was after four when Inga finally got up to her room, doffed her dress, and got into her own bed. She had left the heavy ladder lying next to the fence. She’d get Marsh and the girls to help her move it back into the garage in the morning.

		

		Inga could hear them now: Did Alan West have a big dick? Had it felt strange to fuck an eighty-year-old man? Most of them wouldn’t blame her for seducing him or going along with Garrett’s plan for a three-way. Cyn, Lee Lee and Marsha would see the business side of it. Alan West was a huge asset, as far as Windsong’s script went, and anything she had to do to secure his continued involvement was acceptable and understandable.

		

		Adie would be shocked, as usual. The relatively-innocent Minnesota girl wouldn’t say anything negative about her sleeping with someone as ancient as Alan West—she rarely said anything about Inga’s wicked ways since she had moved out here—but she would be secretly appalled. She loved to think of herself as a full posse member in good standing, but she wasn’t, not the way the others were, the way Inga herself was now!

		

		Oh, well, you gotta’ do what you gotta’ do, Inga told herself with a sly smile as she finally dropped off into a dreamless sleep, grateful that old Alan had been so skillful in bed and that he was going to continue helping her in her quest to reach the top.

		

	
		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		“How many requests for interview have you gotten, since the news about our big romance broke?” Inga asked Jerrod when she saw him in the rehearsal hall the next morning.

		

		“Scads,” replied Jerrod, “but then I always get tons of requests for interviews. Pop star, remember, gorgeous?”

		

		“Full of yourself, much?” Inga replied snidely, moving away from him, pretending to study her script, which had new pages added, courtesy of an early morning courier from Alan West.

		

		“Whoa! Trouble in paradise, between the two pseudo-love birds?” Cyn asked in a snarky whisper, after observing the exchange between her and Jerrod.

		

		“He’s Adie’s new boyfriend, after all. At least that’s what I told Daddy,” Inga batted her eyes theatrically at Cyn. Adie, who was standing nearby, blushed and went over to draw herself another cup of coffee from the giant urn perched across the room on a small table.

		

		This is fucked! Inga told herself, lying to everyone. It seems to be casting a pall over the whole set! This phony romance of ours had better sell a lot of tickets!

		

		“We need to do a quick read-through of this morning’s scene and then hustle over to the living room set to film it!” Cyn announced in a loud voice, after conferring with her father.

		

		“Oh boy; another fake sex scene!” Dale Simms chuckled, sitting down at the read-through table and picking up his copy of the script.

		

		“Don’t get your hopes up Dale,” inga said, sitting down across from him at the oval table. “’Fake’ is the operative word there!”

		

		The other cast members and Garrett laughed while Dale Simms squirmed in his chair and looked embarrassed by her put-down. Cyn began to read; “this scene is a new version of the seduction scene we shot already. Our director wasn’t happy with that one, as you all know. This version opens in the Lake living room, with Jerrod seated next to Inga on the couch and Dale sitting in his recliner. June Ellen is pacing around the room, saying:” She looked over at the older actress, cuing her to take over the reading.

		

		“Are you sure it’s okay with you folks if you go for a late afternoon swim with us and stay for dinner, Marcie?” June Ellen read with some animation.

		

		“Sure, Mrs. Lake, I asked them already. I called them on my cell phone while Rickey and I walked over here from school.”

		

		“I’ll lay out several of my old suits on the bed in the master bedroom for you to look over and try on while Rickey and I run to the grocery store. They ought to fit, we’re about the same size, chest-wise.”

		

		“Oh, I think you’re bigger than I am!” Inga read.

		

		“Yes, but those young boobs of yours are rounder and firmer than mine!” June Ellen spoke the words as she focused on Inga’s formidable chest. “One of my old bikini bras ought to fit you fine.”

		

		“Why do I have to go to the grocery store with you, Mom?” Jerrod Martin read in a voice that was totally devoid of emotion. “I’d rather stay home and swim with Marcie.”

		

		“More feeling, you young fraud of an actor!” Garrett broke in.” You’re disappointed to be missing out on a swim date with your girlfriend!”

		

		“I’m sure you would,” June Ellen continued as if Garrett hadn’t interrupted., “But I’m not lugging heavy grocery bags around when my strong young son is here to do it for me!”

		

		“The next scene occurs in the hallway and master bedroom of the Lake house,” Cyn read, “Dale is standing outside the cracked-open doorway, peeping in at Marcie while she tries on swimsuits. She catches him spying on her, but instead of being ashamed of himself, he says, as he pushes open the door to the bedroom:”

		

		“Go ahead with what you’re doing, Marcie. I’m a middle-age guy. I’ve seen lots of naked girls before!” Dale Simms delivered his line, ogling Inga as though she were half-naked, as in the script.

		

		She covered her breasts, as per the script, and said, “I’m sure that’s true, Mr. Lake, but it isn’t right for you to be in here like this, while I’m changing!”

		

		“Oh, is that so?” Dale’s character responded huffily. “Well how else am I supposed to get my swimsuit on, since it’s in that dresser drawer? Go on with what you’re doing. I’d be happy to give you advice on which one looks best on you!”

		

		“I’m sure you would,” Inga replied stiffly, but I’ve already decided on the red one, if it fits!”

		

		“Well, let’s just see if it does!” Dale Simms read on, feigning holding up the bra to the red swimsuit, just out of Inga’s reach.

		

		“Give that to me, so I can try it on!” Inga demanded, lunging for the make-believe bra.

		

		“I could help you into it,” the older actor offered with a leer.

		

		“I’m perfectly capable of getting into a swimsuit all by myself,” Inga said icily.

		

		“I’m sure you are. But sometimes it’s more fun if someone helps you,” Dale Simms suggested smarmily.

		

		“I don’t know you well enough for that.’

		

		“Let’s get to know each other better, while we’re alone,” He offered.

		

		The script called for him to sweep her into his arms and kiss her just then. Inga was dreading filming that part of the scene. She didn’t find doughy, fifty-two-year-old, Dale Simms attractive at all!

		

		“That’s enough, for now. Let’s all get over to make up and wardrobe and then meet back over at the set to run through the rest of it!” Garrett said, abruptly ending the table-reading.

		

		****

		

		“I have to make out with that awful Dale Simms in the next scene,” Inga carped to Adie as she helped her into her costume for today in the confines of Inga’s trailer. “Don’t tell me making movies is easy, ever again!”

		

		“Oh, Mr. Simms isn’t so bad. I’ve talked to him around the set a few times,” Adie observed.

		

		“Then why don’t you make out with him and then pretend to give him some head?” Inga asked testily, snatching the simple white bra from Adie’s hand and shrugging into it.

		

		“Oh, alright, I wouldn’t want to kiss him either,” Adie admitted.

		

		“Kiss who?” Cyn asked coming into the trailer’s bedroom.

		

		“Dale fucking Simms!” Inga replied snappishly, wresting the bra into place and putting on the white, schoolgirl blouse which completed her costume.

		

		“Yuck! I don’t envy you, playing that scene!” Cyn agreed, making a disgusted face.

		

		“No offers to slip into a blonde wig and stand in for me?” Inga chided her friend.

		

		“Wouldn’t work anyway, I’m way taller than you, shrimp!” Cyn said good-naturedly.

		

		“You’d be on your knees, bobbing your head in and out in front of Dale Simms’s crotch for part of the scene,” Inga reminded her, a sour look on her beautiful face.

		

		Laughing, all the girls left the trailer and headed over to the sound stage housing the Lake Living room and bedroom sets. Everyone was waiting for them, which made sense because there had been just a quick wardrobe change for the other three actors and light make-up, since most of the time the camera would be on Inga’s face in this scene.

		

		“Hoo-boy! I get to see me some naked Inga-titties again!” Dale Simms said with an even bigger leer than before.

		

		“Don’t freak out, Dale,” Inga told him with a wry smile. “Haven’t you ever seen a woman’s naked breasts before?”

		

		“Sure, lots of them but I haven’t ever seen a set as young and pretty as yours for a long time, until now,” Dale said, eyeing Inga’s fully covered chest in a way that made her slightly nervous.

		

		I not only have to kiss this ugly fucker on camera today and pretend it turns me one, I have to roll around in bed with him, naked, and pretend to enjoy that too! Inga reminded herself. Oh well, I guess that isn’t too big a stretch for me. After all, I got this job, originally, by pretending to get off by being fucked up the ass by Amos Stallings and his foot-long dick and sucking his hideous old wife, Claudia’s, pussy. And Amos was at least twenty years older than Dale, and uglier by a country mile!

		

		****

		

		The time finally came, later that morning, when they were standing on the set, with Inga half-naked and in Dale Simms’s arms. She was kissing him passionately, as if he were the most desirable man on earth—which he definitely wasn’t! His mouth tasted of cigarettes and black coffee, and his body was just as flabby and uninspiring as she’d feared it would be!

		

		“The bed! Let’s get under the covers together, doll!” Dale Simms delivered his line with more fire than he usually managed.

		

		“Oh, Mr. Lake, Dan, your wife and Rickey will be back soon!” Inga replied uneasily, as per the script. “I don’t know if we should!”

		

		“I’m not missing out on a chance like this one!” Dale Simms rasped anxiously, reaching down for Inga’s panties, her last item of clothing.

		

		Inga felt the camera zoom in on her bared ass cheeks as they slipped into bed together, The stage direction Alan had included in the script called for Mick Phillips, the chief cinematographer, to zero in on Inga’s legs and ass as she and Dale clamored into the king bed together, taking full advantage of her nudity.

		

		Since Mick was one of the best cameramen in town, persuaded by Garrett to work on a cheesy project like Windsong due to their long friendship, Inga knew that every square inch of her lush little body was being recorded for posterity as she wrestled the covers back with one hand while Dale pawed at her. He certainly does seem to be going wild over me! Inga thought as they slid beneath the covers. He’s panting for breath and clutching at my titties! And his dick is hard as a rock behind those jockey shorts, that’s for sure!

		

		“Oh, Dan, please… fuck me!” I just can’t help myself when I’m this turned on!” Inga breathed the line huffily, simulating arousal on her part expertly, just as she had with Amos Stallings all those months back.

		

		“I’ll fuck you! I’ll fuck you till you can’t walk right, you hot little slut, you!” Dale Simms promised.

		

		He settled down between her spread legs and pretended to doff his shorts under the covers. They writhed about, kissing and pushing their pelvises against one another as though they were really fucking for several minutes. Garrett moved about the bed, carefully staying out of the cameraman’s way, calling for lighting changes and whispering softly to Dale, “Move more, you hack! You’re supposed to be making love to a goddess, not humping some five-dollar-a-trick street whore!”

		

		Dale Simms responded to Garrett’s urging by thrusting his stiff, jockey short-covered dick against Inga’s naked pussy even harder. She was wet—she couldn’t help it—and his cock felt so nice rubbing up against her aroused clit! She just hoped Garrett would yell “Cut!” soon, before she orgasmed on camera for real!

		

		She needn’t have worried. Dale Simms came before she did, screaming and throwing his head back in real ecstasy as he shot wad after wad of hot come against her naked cunt lips through the thin cotton material of his undershorts.

		

		“Much better, Simms! You actually looked like a man coming that time!” Garrett said, motioning for Mick Phillips to cut the camera.

		

		“Sorry,” Dale Simms whispered to Inga as he disentangled himself from her and eased out of the bed. “I couldn’t help it. You were so wet and hot!” I just couldn’t hold off any longer.

		

		Inga felt her face coloring as she stared down at Dale’s crotch and beheld the huge, spreading jizz stain on his white jockey shorts. He had definitely come in his pants and he had come hard!

		

		“That’s okay, Dale, accidents will happen once in a while,” Inga murmured his way before getting out of bed and slipping into the robe Adie had brought her.

		

		“Did you really go ahead and…fuck him?” Adie whispered the question in Inga’s ear on the way back to the trailer.

		

		“Why would you ever think that?” Inga demanded haughtily.

		

		“Your pussy lips were shiny with his come,” Adie responded innocently.

		

		“He dry-humped his way to an orgasm, rubbing up against me,” Inga explained, opening the stage door and stepping out into the bright Hollywood sunlight.

		

		“How embarrassing for him,” Adie muttered, thinking about Dale, making his way past the assembled cast and crew with a big semen stain on his undershorts.

		

		“Don’t kid yourself!” Inga said authoritatively. “Half the guys on set would have gladly traded places with him. They’d rather fuck me, but coming while they rubbed their dicks up against my naked body would do in a pinch!”

		

		The two of them were still laughing when they stepped into the trailer a minute later, where Inga took a shower and got ready for her next scene, the lesbian seduction of Marcie by June Ellen’s character.

		

		****

		

		“What mischief did you two get up to while we were at the store?” June Ellen asked Inga as they got into their swimsuits on the bedroom set.

		

		She’s as good at learning new lines as I am! Inga marveled slightly at June Ellen’s professionalism. The courier had arrived earlier that morning with Alan’s new lines for the big lesbian seduction scene and now she and June Ellen were shooting it.

		

		“I don’t know what you mean.” Inga responded.

		

		“Dan never could make a bed for shit,” June Ellen said, straightening out the bedspread to lie more flatly over the pillows. “You should have helped him, if you didn’t want me to see this bed had been used by someone. Or don’t you know how to make a bed properly, either?”

		

		June Ellen was staring at her suspiciously. Inga played her part perfectly, feeling a very convincing flush of embarrassment spreading over her face as she stared back guiltily at the older actress.

		

		“I thought it looked alright,” Inga blurted, just the way an unthinking seventeen-year-old would have. “What’s wrong with it?”

		

		“It looks like a bed that has been hastily thrown together, as it might if someone had been recently fucked in it!” June Ellen said accusingly.

		

		“It wasn’t my fault!” Inga said vehemently. “He wouldn’t take “no” for an answer!”

		

		“I’m not really surprised,” June Ellen said with a big sigh. “Dan has always been an incorrigible horndog, ever since we first got married! He’s always chasing after some new girl he’s met, although I’ll have to admit, they’re not usually as young as you are.”

		

		June Ellen’s face softened as she went on, “In this case, I can hardly blame him! You’re the most gorgeous girl I’ve ever seen, Marcie! You and that hot little body of yours turns me on, too!”

		

		Inga, who was wearing only her panties, holding the bikini bra top in her right hand, looked quizzically at June Ellen and said her line, believably, she hoped! “Why, Mrs. Lake, whatever do you mean?”

		

		June Ellen’s face perfectly reflected a middle-aged woman with a long-denied secret, wrestling with her conscious, and losing! She stepped closer to Inga, taking her into her arms, her bra-clad breasts crushing Inga’s naked ones and kissing her passionately. They kissed for the better part of a minute, their tongues going wild on one another, before June Ellen stepped back and breathlessly delivered her next line: “God, I’ve wanted to do that since I first saw you! Marcie! I…I have a…yen for girls! It started back in high school, with one of my best girlfriends, at a weekend sleepover. And it just got worse in college. My dormmate and I were more than good friends, if you know what I mean!”

		

		June Ellen stared at the half-naked girl guiltily as Inga said, “I’m not that kind of girl, Mrs. Lake. I like boys!”

		

		“I do too!” June Ellen responded with a radiant smile. “But girls are so much softer and cuddly! I love the way they kiss, compared to men! Don’t you?”

		

		Inga looked confused as she replied, “Well, I haven’t kissed many girls, just you and my mom and my aunt, and I only kissed them on the cheek! But kissing you just then was way hot; I’ll have to admit! I liked the way your…titties felt against mine while we made out, too!”

		

		“Wait till you try this!” June Ellen gushed excitedly, reaching behind her back and unsnapping her bra, freeing her big breasts.

		

		Inga stared at the familiar set of tits, trying to maintain her composure. Marcie was supposed to be mildly curious, not flat-out enraptured by another girl’s tits the way Inga was!

		

		June Ellen mashed her recently-freed melons against Inga’s chest and kissed her again.

		

		Marcie was supposed to be enticed by the feel of her nipples sliding against the older woman’s while her tongue dueled with her boyfriend’s mom’s. Inga had no trouble in portraying that, because it felt as sweet as it always did to be making out with a stone knock-out like June Ellen while rubbing nipples with her!”

		

		In seconds, they were in bed together, the rest of their clothes disappearing in a blur of movement from both of them as the searing kiss went on and on. Garrett was whispering suggestions on what they might do next, but Inga paid him little attention, concentrating on June Ellen’s succulent nipples when their kiss finally ended, while slipping a finger, underneath the bedclothes, into the hot older woman’s very wet pussy slit so she could finger-fuck her as the delicious nipple-kissing and sucking continued.

		

		“Oh, God! I’m coming already, and I haven’t even sampled that sweet little pussy of yours!” June Ellen sang out as her cunt began to clasp open and shut around Inga’ delving finger.

		

		Recognizing that as a line of dialogue, Inga whispered, “We don’t have to stop yet, do we?” Which was her answering line, according to the script.

		

		“We should!” June Ellen answered, fighting for control and sticking to the script. “Rickey and Dan will be wondering what’s taking us so long to change into our suits.”

		

		Inga knew that this was almost all of the explicit action between her and June Ellen that the shooting scenario called for. There was to be a quick-cut montage of scenes of her and Rickey’s mother, glancing significantly at each other while they went about their daily lives, with a fast shot of June Ellen feasting on Inga’s bare tits interspersed in the more mundane footage, just so the audience would know that all of those glances weren’t all that happened between the two of them!

		

		She had to shoot some more footage of her and Jerrod Martin in bed together—no problem there! —but she also had to do some more nude scenes with Dale Simms and she really wasn’t looking forward to them!

		

		Oh, well, she thought, getting out of bed and shrugging into the robe Adie brought for her, I guess you learn to take the good with the bad! That’s the acting biz! Every scene can’t be a nudie between me and June Ellen or me and Jerrod!

		

		“You seem in a down mood, I thought you’d be happy after that scene with June Ellen!” Adie commented on their walk back to the trailer. “It was a real sizzler! I never realized she was so hot before today!”

		

		“Oh, she’s a hotttie, alright! You should see us in bed for real sometime!” Inga told her friend.

		

		“I’d like to!” Adie gushed. “She’s got great tits! They’re almost as big as Marsha’s!”

		

		“They are at that,” Inga mused. “But I doubt it will ever happen, between the three of us. Lee Lee would no doubt frown on the two of us putting the moves on her mama and then taking her upstairs for a night of fun and lezzie games!”

		

		The two friends laughed as they went up the trailer steps.

		

		*****

		

		In keeping with Garrett’s grand plan for the movie, the next few days were spent shooting exterior shots and the meaningful glances between Inga and her co-stars. The scenes involving June Ellen nude, sucking Inga’s nipples were shot with just the camera and sound guys present, along with Garrett, Inga and June Ellen. They got it in one take, to the disappointment of everyone, but no one said so.

		

		Almost done! Inga kept telling herself with a light heart as the final climactic scene in the movie approached. Garrett’s stern voice brought her back down to the reality of the situation as he said: “Are you ready for this, darling? It’s the payoff scene for the whole film; the whole enchilada!”

		

		With a degree of bravado in her voice that was nine-tenths bluster, she answered: “I’m so ready: I just love enchiladas!”

		

		They were standing in the Lake living room/ dining room set, with a big banner reading “Happy Birthday, Marcie!” strung across the far wall and a huge birthday cake, candles ablaze, sitting on the table.

		

		Garrett stepped out of the shot and said “action” in a soft voice. All three of her co-stars arranged themselves around the table and put birthday cards and identical-looking wrapped presents in front of the cake.

		

		Smiling at them, she took up Rickey’s present first reading the card and then attacking the ribbon and wrapping paper voraciously. “Oh, babe! It’s beautiful, and just what I wanted!” she said, eyeing the diamond tennis bracelet she found inside the small box.

		

		Looking intensely curious, she put Rickey’s present down and took up his father’s gift. It proved to contain the same bracelet, from the same store and the same Windsong collection. Inga managed to look shocked, embarrassed, and somewhat guilty in rapid order, the expressions flitting across her beautiful face for the camera to record.

		

		“I…uh…knew how much you wanted that bracelet,” Dale Simms stammered guiltily, avoiding June Ellen’s angry stare. “So I thought I’d make sure you got it!”

		

		“Don’t open that; it’s just more of the same,” the older woman said, taking the last remaining package from Inga’s hand and placing it back on the table with the others. “I wanted to make sure your birthday dreams came true too.”

		

		Inga felt her face slowly turning red, just the way she wanted it to. Looking ashamed of herself, angry and sad at the same time, she said haltingly, “I see it all now…you all think I’m some kind of…WHORE! A cheap little whore you can…. fool around with whenever it suits you!”

		

		Inga’s ice-blue eyes suddenly blazed with all out fury. She rasped, “I see what I am to you now! Just a slut you can use any way you want!”

		

		Her chest started to heave and tears of rage and mortification rolled down her cheeks as she continued with: “I’m not! I’m not someone you can just…BUY!”

		

		She quivered in righteous indignation for a few seconds, then shouted, “I was a normal, happy girl before I met you three! Oh, sure, I had slept with a few of my old boyfriends, but we were going steady! That’s normal! You make me feel…dirty! Like some kind of…whore! And then you paid me with these! “

		

		As the script called for, she picked up the three jewelry boxes and threw them down onto the carpet. The three diamond bracelets shown on the light-brown surface like three sparkling snakes as the scene faded to black…

		

		There was utter silence on the set for several seconds, and then someone clapped, and the applause grew until everyone, including Garrett and the whole cast and crew was clapping. Inga didn’t know what to do. Should she acknowledge their acclaim by bowing? She noticed that even June Ellen, Dale Simms, and Jerrod were grinning broadly and applauding her efforts.

		

		Shyly, she smiled at them and said, “You were all good, too. We were all wonderful, or at least, I thought so!”

		

		June Ellen put her arm around Inga in a motherly fashion and said in a low voice, “You aren’t wrong, kid. That scene was just right.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		“Wow! I never realized music could make such a difference in a movie!” Inga whispered to Cyn as they left the studio lot.

		

		“It makes a huge difference,” Cyn agreed. “Why do you think they give out Oscars for best musical score?”

		

		“Seeing those same scenes with music added made them more…powerful, somehow.” Inga exclaimed excitedly.

		

		“Exactly. That’s why Daddy twisted Jeffry Brenner’s arm so hard to get him to do the score,” Cyn said smugly. “A multiple-Oscar winner like him normally wouldn’t deign to work on a piece of tits and ass fluff like Windsong.”

		

		“I dunno, Windsong is looking more prestigious all the time, with the great Garrett Soames directing, a script by Alan West, and Jeffry Brenner doing the score!” Marsha said, leaning forward from the back seat of Cyn’s father’s Mercedes sedan.

		

		“That’s true!” Lee interjected from her seat behind Cyn, who was driving. “Mama says Garrett will probably get nominated for Best Director, and Inga might even get nominated as Best Actress!”

		

		“What bullshit!” Marsha responded. “It’s her first movie, for God’s sake!”

		

		“She’s a shoe-in to win a Globe for best new star!” Lee insisted. “The Oscar for Best Actress is a longshot, I’ll admit, but stranger things have happened.”

		

		“That Marcie Moncrief meltdown scene the movie closes with is pretty powerful, don’t forget,” Cyn cautioned Marsha.

		

		“Yeah…it really was,” the big redhead allowed. “Oscar caliber emotions there, Ing. You were really smoking in that final scene!”

		

		Garrett still says I was close to being ‘over the top’ in that scene,” Inga reminded them. “But I thought I was pretty effective.”

		

		“You were fucking sensational!“Adie insisted from her seat in between Lee and Marsha.

		

		“So says Minnesota,” Inga responded snidely. “We’ll see what everyone else thinks in two weeks, when the final cut of the movie is released.”

		

		****

		

		The five girls had Thanksgiving dinner at the Norgaard house that year and Windsong had its World Premier two nights later, on Saturday, at the Egyptian Theater on Hollywood Boulevard. All of the posse girls, with their dates were in attendance, along with Inga’s parents. Marsha and Lee Lee’s folks were also there, of course, since June Ellen was the second female lead in the movie, and Garrett showed up with a stunning date who was forty years younger than him, plus a cadre of his old Hollywood chums, who gave the premier a patina of classism.

		

		Tuxedos and designer evening gowns costing in the thousands were the order of the day, as far as dress went. Inga wore a Dior gown that had been specifically crafted for her. Sapphire-blue with a plunging neckline and a high slit up one side, to show off her stunning legs in their nude pantyhose and sparkling-white Jimmy Choo stilettoes, she floated down the red carpet on the arm of Riley Ridge, her boyfriend. Jerrod Martin was there too, but he was squiring a young starlet by the name of Sandra Abbot, an up and coming brunette beauty. Marsha was escorted by one of Riley’s frat brothers; she looked bountiful, as usual in a low- cut gown by a haute couture designer who was on the rise in Hollywood. Lee wore a dark green ball gown and was with another of Riley’s most handsome fraternity brothers. Cyn walked with Adie and Tex, both girls opting for black outfits, though Cyn’s was all see-through lace and quite daring. Tex wore a rented Tuxedo and looked stylish in his highly-polished black cowboy boots, though somewhat shell-shocked by all the spotlights and other Hollywood premier glitz.

		

		“Over here, Inga!” a paparazzi yelled. “This way! Wave for the camera!”

		

		All along the red carpet, photographers and fans called out to her, begging for a smile or a wave. She was relieved to get inside the spacious, lushly-appointed old theater and take her reserved seat amid her family and her friends.

		

		“I hope this goes okay,” Inga whispered to Cyn as the house lights dimmed and the music came up.

		

		“No shit, Sherlock!” Cyn whispered back immediately, with uncharacteristic vehemence.

		

		“What kind of first entry would it be on my resume would that be—Assistant Director on a box-office bomb?” Cyn asked a surprised Inga.

		

		What kind of entry would it be on mine? Inga suddenly asked herself. Star of a major Hollywood flop?

		

		The movie seemed to fly by even though Inga had seen it numerous times, all throughout its editing process. You could have heard a pin drop during and right after the Marcie meltdown scene, and Inga thought that was a good thing.

		

		When the film was over, the audience sprang to its feet and applauded loudly, and Inga was sure that was a good thing! Someone from the studio presented her with a bouquet of roses and Garrett was beaming and waving to the still-applauding crowd. He leaned toward her and whispered, “We’re in, kid! You’re now a major movie star, just as I always predicted you’d be!”

		

		She had caged a few looks at her father during the multitudinous nude scenes and he hadn’t looked pleased. Now he stood shaking a forest of out-stretched hands and smiling confidently as he spoke to the group of fawning strangers! Her mother looked lost in the crowd of Tinseltown hangers on, a wan smile on her beautiful face as she basked in her daughter’s glory.

		

		This is so cool! Inga said to herself, wondering how Adie’s mom and dad, back in Minnesota would react to all this. Adie, herself, was grinning from ear to ear, talking excitedly to Cyn and Marsha and Lee Lee, and Tex, of course.

		

		There was to be a small celebration back at Inga’s house after the premier; champagne and hor d’ oeuvres. Marsha and Lee had worked all afternoon to get the house ready for the party, making the food, icing the wine, straightening up.

		

		“Get there as quick as you can!” Inga said to the limo driver, once all of them were onboard. “We have guests coming over, and it wouldn’t do not to be there to greet them!”

		

		“It’s times like this that I wish you’d consider hiring some staff,” Cyn said to her as the big car pulled away from the curb. “A man to answer the door and show guests inside would be nice.”

		

		“You girls all grew up with servants around, but I didn’t!” Inga shot back automatically, using the same argument she always used when the two of them were having this discussion.

		

		“Well, that may have been okay when you were an unknown, but you’re a big star now, Ing!” Cyn insisted. “You’d best start acting like it!”

		

		“Maybe she’s right, babe.” Adie contributed, before Inga could respond. “We’re not back home anymore!”

		

		“Oh, well…maybe I’ll talk to June Ellen about it at the party tonight,” Inga relented. “Marsha is getting worn pretty thin, doing all my publicity and the domestic chores, too!”

		

		“Amen!” said the big redhead, opening up the limousine bar and making them all seven and sevens and passing them around to all her housemates.

		

		“To servants, Hollywood, and stardom!” Inga toasted.

		

		“Here, here!” Cyn seconded the toast loudly before half draining her cocktail glass.

		

		****

		

		“So, what did you think of the script I sent over for you to read?” Inga heard Lonnie Ridge ask Garrett thirty minutes later, at the party.

		

		“It’s good, but Alan West is working on another script for Inga,” Garrett told him. “I want to see what he comes up with.”

		

		“I can get someone else to direct it,” Lonnie said, half threateningly. “I just felt I ought to give you first turn-down rights, since Inga responds so well to your direction.”

		

		“I’m not sure she’s old enough to play that girl,” Garrett said doubtfully. “Are you sure you and June Ellen aren’t pushing her into something she’s not ready for?”

		

		“You don’t think she can handle such a grown-up role?” Lonnie asked.

		

		“Inga can handle any role you might name!” Garrett thundered. “She has more raw talent than any five Hollywood leading ladies you might care to mention!”

		

		“Here, what’s this all about?” Inga asked stepping in between the two red-faced older men.

		

		“Your next movie role,” Lonnie answered, still glaring at Garrett.

		

		“Lonnie wants you to undertake some hack script that he owns the rights to and he wants me to direct you in it,” Garrett explained to Inga. “While I want to wait and see what Alan West comes up with.”

		

		Inga said to Lonnie, “I’m anxious to see that, too, and I think I want to produce my own movies as much as I can. I didn’t form my own production company just as a part of Lionel’s innumerable tax shelter schemes, you know.”

		

		Lionel Terry, hearing his name mentioned, broke off his light-hearted cocktail party banter with a friend of Garret’s from the old days and his much younger date and joined the conversation.

		

		“What’s this about tax shelters?” Lionel interjected.

		

		The trio he had broken in on laughed and Garrett said, “Oh, Inga was remarking on what a canny fucker you are, when it comes to tax dodges and the like, Lionel! I must admit, I agree with her! You’re the absolute best when it comes to skinning Uncle Sam out of his just do!”

		

		“I’ll have you know that all of my tax advice is strictly on the up-and-up! No unsavory shenanigans; no scams, nothing illegal!” Lionel blustered.

		

		“No one’s doubting that, Lionel dear,” Inga calmed him. “I was just saying to Lonnie and Garrett that I thought I’d do my next movie the way I did my first one; using my own production company and my own money.”

		

		Lionel appeared to calm down as he smiled at her and said, “You can do whatever you want, child! I predict Windsong is going to be huge at the box office, affording you the opportunity to do pretty much as you wish.”

		

		****

		

		“Hey! Listen to this one!” Cyn shouted, sprawled out in an easy chair in the rec room the next morning, her laptop computer balanced on her prodigious chest.

		

		‘Windsong is way better than I thought it would be going in, but the most amazing thing about it is Inga Norgaard’s acting ability! This girl is an absolute superstar in the making! While it’s true that her nubile body is a wonder to behold and that she has been favored with the face of an angel, she can really emote, when the scene calls for it! First-time director but long-time Hollywood megastar, Garrett Soames, coaxes a performance out of the newbie “It” girl that is little short of jaw-dropping. Her movie-closing big emotional scene is the stuff legends are made of! She gives us anger, feeling sorry for herself, guilt, and sorrow; all in the space of seconds. I predict the term Marcie Moncrief Moment is going to enter the lexicon of modern-day America as the definition of “losing it”. The girl is an absolute marvel! And she elevates what would have been a mediocre exploitation movie to the realm of the “Must See!”

		

		Marsha, who had been moving around the room, picking up used champagne glasses and plates from last night’s party, stopped and asked, “What magazine is that from?”

		

		“Only the fucking New Yorker!” Cyn told her. Glancing across the room at Inga, who was lying on the sofa with her feet up, she said, “You’re golden, princess! The fucking critics are in love with you, you lucky cunt!”

		

		“Lucky? Did you see the same movie I did last night?” Adie asked impatiently. “Inga was fucking awesome!”

		

		“So was my mom! Don’t forget that!” Lee Lee insisted. “She’s going to get nominated for an Oscar!”

		

		“Everyone in the cast was fucking excellent, except for that fucking Dale Simms,” Cyn said. “Daddy was right all along about that no-talent fucker!”

		

		“Oh, Dale was okay. It’s just that the rest of us were so much better!” Inga said playfully.

		

		Stuffed pillows from around the room rained down on her and she put her arms up in defense. “Conceited bitch!” Cyn said giggling and flinging another pillow Inga’s way playfully.

		

		“You can say that again!” Lee Lee laughed, throwing a cushion in Inga’s direction.

		

		“Wait until the Golden Globe and Oscar nominations come out before you start getting conceited!” Adie shouted, throwing her own pillow.

		

		****

		

		Because it was already December, they didn’t have long to wait for the Golden Globes Awards to be announced. The award ceremony was in the first part of January, so the nominations were traditionally unveiled in December.

		

		Inga was nominated for the Best New Actress of The Year Award, and they had to un-retire that award to nominate her. It and the Best New Actor of the Year Award had been phased out in 1983. There as some buzz about reinstating the award just for her, but not much, considering that she was also up for Best Actress in a Drama and there was a blizzard of hype swirling around both her and Windsong. June Ellen was nominated for Best Supporting Actress in a Drama, and Garrett was tapped for Best Director. There were also nominations for Screenplay and Music.

		

		“We’re gonna’ win!” Marsha, Lee Lee, and Adie sang in chorus as they danced around the rec room, waiting for the limo to show up.

		

		“Cut that shit out!” Cyn told them in faux anger. “Don’t jinx us!”

		

		“All hail Queen Inga, the new Queen of the Silver Screen!” Marsha announced defiantly as Inga swept into the room, wearing the new black gown that had set Ingafilms, Ltd. back a cool twenty-thousand dollars last week.

		

		“I’m with Cyn,” Inga said nervously, “can that stuff until the ceremony is over!”

		

		“Aw, fuck that!” Adie growled belligerently. “You gotta’ show some confidence, Girl! Who’s going to beat you?”

		

		“All of the other actresses nominated have been at this for a lot longer than I have!” Inga turned to face her. “And some of them have never won a major award. I’m sure that will factor in to the voting!”

		

		“Fuck those losers!” Marsha’s raspy voice rang out. “None of ‘em are Inga fucking Norgaard, the new Queen of Hollywood!”

		

		“Let ‘em eat cake!” Lee Lee joined in happily, toasting Inga with her glass of champagne.

		

		“I’m glad to see you’re learning something in that World History class you’re taking at UCLA,” Inga told her, recognizing the quote attributed to Marie Antoinette from the French Revolution. “Now go see if the limo is here yet.”

		

		“Damn, our first major awards show and we’re going to be late!” Cyn carped as Lee Lee tore out of the room and went to check the peephole in the front door.

		

		“He’s here, chicas!” Lee Lee bellowed moments later. “Let’s go and pick up our hardware!”

		

		Inga didn’t begrudge Lee her use of the word “our” at all. She knew full well that without her friends in the posse and their support that she wouldn’t be having this night! As she settled into the back seat of the limo and accepted a glass of nerve-soothing champagne from Marsha, she reflected back on it all…leaving the security and safety of her childhood home in Minnesota, the wild ride she’d enjoyed since moving to California, the awfulness of her “interview” with Amos Stallings and his wife, the excitement of meeting and getting to know Garrett and the rest of them, the thrill of her new life in Hollywood…it was all so much to take in!

		

		****

		

		“And this year’s Best Actress in a Drama is…Miss Inga Norgaard!” the old Hollywood icon intoned ecstatically from the stage,

		

		Inga sat at her table, surrounded by her girls and her parents and her friends for a second and blinked back tears of joy before struggling to her feet and rushing toward the stage. She glanced at some of the other female nominees as she passed them and felt her heart breaking for them. Some of the other actresses had such bodies of work! How must it feel, to work that long and that hard, only to be passed over for recognition, to lose out to someone so new, so undeserving…like her?

		

		“I…I can’t escape the feeling that I don’t really deserve this, “Inga stammered into the microphone. “Not when a legend like Nancy Palmer was also among the nominees!”

		

		She waited for the television cameras to focus on the esteemed octogenarian actress at her table and then added, “I remember her stellar work in Meet Me In Paris, and The Sign…we all do! And she was wonderful in her nominated film, The Rose Garden.” Inga stepped back from the microphone and led a rousing round of applause for Nancy Palmer, who had been an industry legend for thirty years and yet had never won a major award.

		

		Stepping back up to the podium, she said in a quavering voice, “For myself, I can only say a heart-felt thank you. Thanks to all of you who voted for me!”

		

		*****

		

		“This fucker is heavier than I thought it would be!” Marsha growled, hefting one of Inga’s two Golden Globe awards in the back seat as they headed back home.

		

		“You know what they say…the real value of the Globes is making you less nervous on Oscar night!” Cyn opined.

		

		‘” Oh, God, how will I ever get through that?” Inga asked, distraught. “Tonight, was bad enough!”

		

		“Posse power!” Lee Lee chortled, thrusting out her right hand so that the five of them could do the symbolic hand-stacking salute they sometimes did when pledging their loyalty to one another.

		

		“Posse power and booze!” Adie giggled, finishing her glass of champagne before clapping her hand down on top of Lee Lee’s.

		

		“Amen, kitten!” Marsha laughed, setting the Golden Globe statuette on the floor in front of her and mashing her palm down on the back of Adie’s small hand.

		

		“Sisterhood!” Cyn said solemnly, adding her hand to the pile.

		

		“All of you mean so much to me!” Inga remarked tearfully, not having to act a bit to conjure up these tears.

		

		****

		

		The next few months were a blur of activity for all of them. Adie and Lee Lee were attending classes at UCLA. Cyn was enmeshed in Film School at USC and Inga, who was producer as well as star of her next film was embroiled in what seemed to be endless boring meetings with money men and pushy agents who wanted to make the best deal possible for the talent they represented.

		

		“Movie-making is just fucked!” Inga told the other four one night in March.

		

		“I never realized there was this much to it!” she groused as she drank her seven and seven. She looked at Cyn and said, “Your dad is a big help but he can’t do everything, unfortunately.”

		

		Shifting her gaze to Lee Lee and then to Marsha, she added, “Lonnie and Lionel have been great, but there’s just so much shit to deal with, that only I can do!”

		

		“You are the head of Ingafilms,” Cyn reminded her. “I’d help out more but my classes keep me so busy!”

		

		“We’d all like to do more, but this college shit is a lot harder than high school was!” Marsha sighed, draining her own cocktail.

		

		“That’s another thing, my dad has been after me to go to college, like the rest of you,” Inga said mournfully.

		

		“What do you need college for?” Lee Lee asked plaintively. “You make, like, a gazillion dollars a year already!”

		

		“Every parent wants his kid to go to college, even if she does make fifty million dollars a year without it,” Inga sighed.

		

		“Fuckin’ Jodie Foster!” Marsha growled, “Graduating from Yale while continuing her career as an “A” list actress! It’s all her fault!”

		

		“Back off on Jodie!” Inga said quickly. “She’s an okay woman! I met her at some luncheon or another, and I liked her. She’s a producer too, so she knows what I’m going through.”

		

		Cyn shook her head and said, “All of this will pass. What’s important is the Oscars, in which Inga is again nominated for Best Actress. If she wins, and I think she will, some of this pre-production shit will evaporate overnight. Everyone wants to invest in a sure winner, and Ingafilms’ next film is bound to be just that, with Inga winning both the Globe and the Oscar.”

		

		“That’s what Daddy says,” Lee Lee chimed in. “And Mama, too!”

		

		“Garrett says the same thing,” Cyn said. She had taken to calling her father “Garrett” after working on Windsong with him, saying she felt self-conscious calling him Daddy when everyone else was referring to him by his first name.

		

		“Well, Award Night is coming up fast, so we’d better get ready,” Inga said, brightening, clearly glad to be discussing something she felt comfortable dealing with for a change, instead of production budgets and shooting schedules. “I thought the party we gave after the Globes came off pretty well. Why don’t we do that again?”

		

		“Because it’s considered bad form to throw your own party on Oscar night, you goose!” Cyn informed her coldly.

		

		“Yeah, there’s already so many after-parties, famous after-parties, so we’d be competing with all of them,” Lee Lee added.

		

		“I went to Elton John’s for the first time last year,” Marsha said casually, “and it was a blast! Everyone was there!”

		

		“We’re all going to get asked to all the best parties this year, with Inga winning the Oscar,” Cyn offered. “Let’s go gown shopping next week!”

		

		Adie looked glum, so Lee Lee took pity on her and informed her, “You’ll get all the same invitations we do, cutie, don’t you worry! You’re not some little nobody from the Midwest anymore! You’re a Friend of Inga now, just like the rest of us!”

		

		Adie smiled and asked, “Can I take Tex along as my date?”

		

		“Bring that lug along, if you want,” Marsha told her, but buy him a proper tux and some black dress shoes. No more cowboy boots allowed!”

		

		“You didn’t seem worried about his footwear after the Globes, when we were all in bed together and you were sucking his dick!” Adie muttered under her breath.

		

		“That was different!” Marsha shot back. “And, as I recall, none of us were wearing anything by then.”

		

		Adie gave her a sullen glare and Marsha said, “Boy has a great cock, though. I’ll give him that! It’s fun to suck and to ride.”

		

		The younger girl looked somewhat mollified by her friend’s evaluation of her boyfriend’s desirability. She sighed and said, “Oh, Marsh; you’re such a slut!”

		

		“I am at that, and don’t you forget it, kid,” Marsha laughed, but I meant it about the boots.” She looked across the room at Inga and said almost reverently, “We’re going to be in an Oscar-winner’s party! No hayseeds allowed!”

		

		“You’re jinxing us like crazy!” Cyn chided her. “It’s very bad luck to take an Oscar for granted, don’t you know that, you cow?”

		

		“Not when you’re with Inga Norgaard it isn’t.” Marsha responded proudly. “This girl was born to win Oscars!”

		

		Inga thought back to what Garrett had said when he’d first seen her act; something about using Oscars and Golden Globes for paperweights by the time she was thirty. She hoped both Garrett and Marsha were right!

		

		****

		

		Oscar night came rushing at Inga faster than she would have believed possible. She had been so caught up in preparations for her new movie and in interviews, both print and TV, and in picking out just the right gown and jewelry for the big night, and in helping the other girls look fantastic on the red carpet as well.

		

		Almost before she knew it, she was seated next to Adie, Marsha, Cyn, Riley, and the others, in a huge black limousine, headed for the big ceremony and—she hoped—her big triumph.

		

		Again, Mama and Daddy were there, seated alongside Lonnie and June Ellen, with Lionel and his wife next to them. And Jerrold Martin was there, with the same floozy he had escorted to the Golden Globes. She was draped adoringly across his shoulders in the comfy theater seats, smiling at Inga as if to say: “I won! I’ve got him now and you don’t!”

		

		Inga merely held Riley’s hand tighter and turned away to look at the gaudily decorated Oscar broadcast stage and at the TV cameras. She was careful not to look as nervous as she felt, not wanting the people at home to know she was just a scared nineteen-year-old girl, and not the New Queen of Hollywood everyone thought she was.

		

		The ceremony started, and Inga clapped in all the appropriate places and looked thrilled when June Ellen won Best Supporting Actress and Mick Phillips, Garrett’s old friend won cinematographer honors for his work on Windsong. She was genuinely ecstatic when Alan West’s script won the Oscar for best screenplay and when Garrett accepted his award for Best Director.

		

		Their little group didn’t have a nominee for Best Actor, since Dale Simms and Jerrod Martin were vying with each other for Best Supporting Actor honors.

		

		Neither won, which didn’t surprise anyone in the cast or their supporters, since their work paled beside that of June Ellen and Inga.

		

		At last, the telecast was about over and the award for Best Actress was about to be given out. Nancy Palmer was again nominated for The Rose Garden and Inga was now mentally kicking herself for lauding the older actress’s work in the film at the Golden Globes. Nancy was already a sentimental favorite and now Inga realized that her avid endorsement of Palmer’s acting skills at the other award ceremony—which had come so naturally—had been a mistake! What if the Academy members agreed with her assessment that someone as talented as Nancy Palmer, who had been at it for so much longer than Inga, deserved the award so much more than a young newcomer working in her first movie?

		

		Stupid, rookie mistake! Inga chided herself nervously as she waited for the pair of presenters to tear the envelope open and read the winner.

		

		“No real surprise here,” the male presenter, a famous actor and three-time Oscar-winner exclaimed, raising his bushy eyebrows in a leering fashion as he stared into the audience and the television cameras.

		

		“She’s young but she’s so gorgeous and so talented as well!” the female presenter, last year’s Best Actress winner gushed. “Miss Inga Norgaard!”

		

		She had heard famous athletes talk about the game seeming to slow down around them. Inga now experienced a similar feeling. Those words, her name, just seemed to hang in the air for long moments. She thought of summers spent in Minnesota, swimming and horseback riding, that tearful leave-taking in the pit of winter, with all her friends standing in the snow-covered driveway, waving goodbye as Inga and her parents left for California, those first lonely days at Beverly Hills High, and about Cyn and the Posse finally befriending her, saving her, and about all that had happened since then. About Lionel and Lonnie and June Ellen, and about Garrett and Alan West and Windsong, and the magic of acting, and even about Amos and Claudia Stallings.

		

		“I never dreamed about being an actress as I was growing up,” she found herself saying up at the microphone a few moments later. “It just sort of happened.”

		

		She beamed out at the glamorous crowd and continued, “But I’m so glad it did!” Holding up the Oscar, she continued. “I have so many people to thank. I just know I’ll forget somebody important, but here goes…Cyn and Marsha and Lee Lee, of course, and my oldest friend in the world, who was always so encouraging, Adie Anderson. And Garrett Soames, for teaching me to act and directing me, and Lonnie and June Ellen, for always being so kind and for having my best interests at heart, and to all of my cast members, who were so supportive and were right there for me, and to my parents, and to Mick Phillips and to Jules Jansen, for making me look so good on film, I give my warm thanks. Oh…and to Amos Stallings…”

		

		She glanced upward, toward heaven and then finished with, “wherever he may be, I thank him and Claudia too for giving me this chance originally.”

		

		A light wave of chuckles flowed through the assembled crowd of the rich, famous, and in-the-know people attending the ceremony. Most of them knew about the late Amos Stallings’ penchant for demanding casting-couch privileges with most actresses auditioning for him and had caught her veiled reference about “wherever he may be” and had rightfully interpreted it to mean Inga supposed his soul might be in Hell, suffering righteous torment. She stopped speaking momentarily, waiting for the laughter to die away and thinking about what she wanted to say next.

		

		It had been a long, winding road from tiny St. Croix, Minnesota, to this exalted stage and many of the steps had been difficult and painful for her to take.

		

		Learning how to not only embrace but revel in her God-given beauty had been particularly hard. Trading off her extraordinary good looks was something she had scrupulously avoided up until the time her parents had moved her to California. Now it was her stock and trade, and she had millions of dollars and fans all around the world as a result.

		

		“It’s been a long, strange journey to get to this moment,” she said into the microphone. “And contrary to what many of you think, I haven’t enjoyed all of it.”Letting that sink in for a moment, she waited a beat and then added, with a huge smile for cameras, “Inga Norgaard, movie star, is like a new role for me to play. But play it I will, and I intend to give a magnificent performance. I promise you!”

		

		Lifting the Oscar above her head, she waved it at the audience and TV cameras and started off stage. There was a moment of confused silence, then thunderous applause as she made her way backstage and then returned to her theater seat.

		

		“What did you mean by that?” Cyn asked her as she settled in.

		

		“Just that I can do no wrong, as far as my adoring public goes,” Inga informed her. “So, now that I’ve won all the important awards, I’ve decided to just relax and enjoy being me. I’m a rich, world-famous superstar! What can possibly go wrong in my life?”

		

		“You’d be surprised,” Cyn assured her in a low voice.

		

		****

		

		“What did you mean, back at the theater, when you said I’d be surprised?” Inga asked Cyn quietly in the limo, on the way to an after-party.

		

		“Just that, as one of the most famous, sought-after people on the planet, every investigative reporter will want to know every embarrassing thing about you that he or she can find out about,” Cyn whispered. “They’re going to talk to everyone you’ve ever known, everyone you’ve ever met, looking for dirt!”

		

		Garrett and Riley and all of those other guys won’t tell them anything! Inga told herself in a near panic. They can’t afford to!

		

		But what about Riley’s fraternity buddies? What about all of the guys I’ve partied with at those…intimate posse parties at my house? Some of them might rat me out for a big payoff! They might be willing to trade a story of me sucking Marsha’s pussy, then their cock for their fifteen minutes of fame!

		

		She leaned toward Riley, who was seated on her left with Cyn on her right, and whispered, “How reliable are your fraternity pals? Do you think any of them might talk to the press about those wild parties at my house?”

		

		“Way ahead of you there, babe,” Riley calmly assured her. “Tex and I already talked to everyone else who ever partied with us at you place and offered to double the price of whatever they were quoted by the celebrity rags and expose shows. Plus, I told them in no uncertain terms that we’d kick their ass if any of them blabbed.”

		

		Inga knew that Riley was quite competent with karate and that Tex was rumored to have been an infamous barroom brawler before he had met Adie and she had tamed him down a bit. She breathed a little easier, knowing that Riley and Tex had her back and that the human greed factor was a part of the equation as well. She would gladly pay whatever it took to stop any risqué stories about her and the posse from making the rounds on the TV celebrity gossip round-ups!

		

		Breathing a sigh of deep relief as she realized she was now able to focus on tonight’s celebration of her Oscar triumph and her upcoming trip to France, Inga leaned back into the limo’s comfortable leather seat and let her mind wander over these more pleasant topics.

		

		France was going to be awesome! She had never been to Europe before. A vacation trip to Canada when she had been eleven with her parents was the extent of her foreign travels thus far.

		

		She was traveling to France for two reasons; to see some of the actual locales of her next film’s events—Alan West had decided that since Inga was now nineteen and Joan of Arc had been around nineteen when she’d been burned at the stake in 1493—that Inga was the perfect girl to play Joan on screen. His screenplay about Joan’s remarkable life had everything; mysticism, religion, drama, and, of course a sexual overtone that was perfect for Inga and her voluptuous teenage body! Her chain mail was to be form-fitting, showing off her figure to the armies of male extras who would be surrounding her in most scenes. There was a ‘swimming nude in the brook’ scene that would rival any nude swimming scene ever filmed, or so Garrett had assured her.

		

		She couldn’t wait for shooting to begin, now that all the logistics had been worked out! Ingafilms, Ltd. was spending millions of Inga’s own money on this production and Lionel had loans in the works to finance the rest of it. The film was to be the most lavish, expensive American production in years and Inga was to be right at its center!

		

		The very thought of starring in such an extravaganza made her heart beat faster. The battle scenes were to be filmed with hundreds if not thousands of actual armor-clad extras, not simulated on some computer somewhere! There was to be a minimum of techno-wizardry on this film, lending it an air of authenticity Hollywood hadn’t seen since Lawrence of Arabia had been filmed. Or so everyone associated with the production hoped!

		

		The second reason for Inga’s overseas trip was to goose up ticket sales on Windsong in Europe. Nudity would sell a lot of tickets in the U.S., but such scenes were a lot more common in European films and her presence on English and French celebrity interview shows would boost sales tremendously, everyone assured her.

		

		She hoped they were right! Windsong was really packing them in, stateside. But it was a modest hit around the world so far.

		

		Part of her was dreading the French portion of her overseas tour. Joan of Arc was more than a historical, somewhat mythic figure to the French. She had been canonized by the Catholic Church in 1920, according to Alan, so she was a religious icon as well as a national hero! To play her and get it wrong wasn’t just a misstep in France. It very well might spell the end of Inga’s career, as far as French audiences went!

		

		I’ll be fine, Inga reassured herself nervously. Alan’s script is faithful to history and the various myths that have grown up around Joan. He says the nude scenes are all plausible and that the French are such a horny bunch of buggars that they won’t be put off by them at all.

		

		But she found herself still worrying about France and how she would be received there when the limo pulled up in front of Elton John’s party minutes later.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		Marsha and Adie were to accompany Inga on the overseas trip. Cyn was nearly in tears as she informed Inga that she wouldn’t be going along.

		

		“I’m dying to go! But I’m learning so much at Film School!” the tall brunette girl told Inga sadly. “I thought I knew a lot, growing up around the business and then serving as Daddy’s assistant on Windsong, working so closely with Alan and Daddy on the Joan of Arc picture’s pre-production layout, but there’s a lot more to know: camera angles and lighting tricks that can make all the difference in a scene, and so much more!”

		

		She sighed and cast a sidelong glance at Adie and Marsha. “I’m not like these two, ready to put college on hold for a great trip. Besides, I’ve been to France lots of times already, to visit my mother—that cunt! —so one more trip probably wouldn’t make any difference to me.”

		

		“I’m sorry you’re not going, but I understand how important a degree in Film-Making is to you and I respect that,” Inga responded just as sadly.

		

		Marsha hated Accounting, though it was proving easy for her to learn, and was threatening to major in something else next semester. Adie was doing spectacularly well in school, so she reasoned that taking one semester off to see France and England wouldn’t do her any harm. Her parents back in Minnesota were upset about her decision, but then they were upset with her living out in Godless California to start with, so she really didn’t care what they thought.

		

		“You know France so well,” Inga told Cyn regretfully, “I was really hoping you could show me around; show me the ropes, so to speak.”

		

		“I’d love to, believe me,” Cyn said. Casting a wry glance at the two posse members who were going, she told Inga, “Watch out for these two, babe. They’ll steer you wrong, if they get the chance! Whatever they advise you to do, be leery of it! They’re both full of mischief, and they’ll get you into trouble if you let them.”

		

		“What…us? Marsha asked incredulously. If Lee Lee was going, that might be true. But Adie is rock-solid! She’s not naturally…adventurous like Lee and I am!”

		

		“That’s one of the reasons I’m staying here,” Lee Lee told Marsha. “That and my folks said they’d kill me if I dropped out of school to go on this trip!”

		

		“Well, good for them!” Inga said. “You’re doing reasonably well at UCLA, and it would be a shame to lose that momentum. Besides, you’ll have a lot of lines to learn between now and this summer, if you’re serious about acting in the Joan movie!”

		

		“Oh, I’m going to do it, but I still think I should get bigger breast implants before filming starts. I’m a little hesitant about the nude swimming scene, with my itty-bitty titties!” Lee Lee offered hesitantly.

		

		“Garrett has promised me he’ll shoot it without zooming in on your small tits,” Inga said. “He will have Mick, the chief cinematographer concentrate on that cute little ass of yours and those long, perfect legs. So, no worries!”

		

		“Alan wrote the role of the peasant girl/confidante-to-Joan just for you, Lee,” Cyn told her, “so, don’t fuck it up!”

		

		“I won’t,” Lee Lee assured the posse leader confidently with a toss of her head.

		

		“You’d better not, or he’ll probably never write another script for us!” Inga cautioned her friend.

		

		“How about the passports, how are those coming?” Adie asked Marsha, just to break the tension she sensed building in the room.

		

		“From what I understand, Lonnie talked to his friend, the governor, and he called the president directly,” Marsha replied.

		

		The president of the United States?” Inga asked, aghast.

		

		“Who else?” Marsha replied calmly. “If you want results, go to the top, that’s what my old man always says!”

		

		“Well, that ought to get us some action,” Inga mumbled, a little ashamed of what was being done on her behalf.

		

		“This is all my fault,” Cyn said sullenly. “If I hadn’t gotten so wrapped up in studying for that English test last week, I might have kept a more careful watch on things like passport deadlines.”

		

		“That’s okay; you got an “A” on that test, as I recall,” Inga reassured her Chief of Staff. “We’ll get the passports in time to catch our flight. I’m sure of it!”

		

		****

		

		The big plane landed at Heathrow airport as gently as a leaf settling down on the grass and Inga and her girls gathered up their luggage and made their way over to British customs to be processed with all the rest of the tourists. She was impressed at how smoothly and quickly it all went, though she suspected this might have something to do with all the foreign paparazzi and camera crews dogging her every footstep.

		

		In any case, she and Marsha and Adie were seated in the back of the hired Rolls Royce sent by the firm which had the distribution rights to Windsong in Britain. “We’ve booked you into the Connaught, one of the finest hotels in London,” Gail Swindon, the girl whom the film distribution firm had sent along.

		

		“I’m sure it will be fine,” Marsha told her fellow redhead. “My old man has stayed there several times on his trips to London, and he told me all about it.”

		

		She leaned toward Inga and said, “It ain’t cheap, but it’s not the most expensive hotel in town either.”

		

		“I don’t care where we stay!” Adie gushed. She sat back in the seat and gestured at the passing scenery. “Just to be in England, in London, is so cool I can barely believe it!”

		

		“Your first trip, then, Miss Anderson?” Gail asked, referring to her notebook to make sure she got Adie’s name right.

		

		“It’s a first for all of us,” Inga informed her with a smile.

		

		“Oh, well, in that case, I should order our driver to take the more scenic route,” Gail said.

		

		“No, that’s okay,” Inga told her before she could do so. “We’ll be here for a few days; plenty of time for sight-seeing!”

		

		“Well, London’s all about sights, now that I think about it,” Gail allowed. “The Connaught is just a few blocks away from Piccadilly Circus and St. James Palace. And our corporate offices are near the Thames. Big Ben, and the Houses of Parliament.”

		

		“So, we’ll get to see a lot, even if we’re not trying?” Adie asked brightly.

		

		“I suppose you will at that!” Gail agreed with a smile.

		

		The ride into downtown London from Heathrow was only about fifteen miles, so they arrived at their hotel quickly. Gail made sure to point out sights along the way as well as informing the girls about interviews the distribution company had tentatively scheduled for later that day.

		

		“I guess we may as well get started sooner, rather than later,” Inga said with a sigh as the car pulled up in front of their hotel. “After all, that’s what we’re here for!”

		

		****

		

		The first interviewer showed up with his cameraman at seven that night, at the door of Inga’s hotel suite. She was expecting him, both because Gail had told her that this was the hour he’d arrive, and because he’d checked in with the front desk on his way up and they had phoned her.

		

		He was a man in his early twenties from the look of him, with a full black beard and a certain swagger about him, as though he was impressed with himself.

		

		Gail had told Inga that he was newly-famous, having won a singing competition on a popular British talent show and finishing up as the winner on the English edition of Big Brother a few months ago. All of that exposure had landed him the job as one of the on-air hosts of Britain’s equivalent of the Today Show. It reached millions of viewers every day, so an interview airing on it could be very helpful to Windsong’s numbers at the British box office.

		

		“Well, you certainly are a looker, I’ll give you that, Inga,” said the interviewer, leering openly at her cleavage in the plunging bodice she had chosen to wear for him and his camera. Something about his manner tipped her off to the fact that he, himself, wasn’t all that interested in her tits!

		

		All of the time she’d spent around Jules Jensen, the still photographer had given her an extra sensitivity to gay men and the impassive way they regarded her beauty. This guy gave off the same vibe!

		

		Instantly, she became more relaxed around him, answering his questions honestly and unhesitatingly. The fact that this handsome man wasn’t going to try to maneuver her into bed when the interview was over eased her nervousness. It was one of her best interviews ever. She shared with him how important it was for her first movie to be a huge hit around the world and not just in the U.S. She told him a little about the Joan of Arc epic and how much it would cost to bring it to the screen.

		

		He asked her about appearing nude and she said it didn’t bother her at all, as long as the scene required it. “After all,” she told him with a sly wink, thrusting out her formidable chest, I think I’m pretty well equipped for nude scenes, don’t you?”

		

		The hunky young interviewer smiled and said, “From where I’m sitting, it appears you’re very well equipped, Ms. Norgaard!”

		

		“You should go and see Windsong, when it opens in wide release this weekend and see for yourself,” Inga advised him, winking again.

		

		“I play for the other team, so to speak,” he said for the camera, “but your considerable charms might just convince me to give girls another try.”

		

		“Men are great,” she purred, “I’ll grant you that. But women have their strong points, too, as you will see onscreen in my scenes with June Ellen Ridge!”

		

		“Oh, I’ve heard something about that!” her interviewer chortled. “Those scenes are rumored to be among the hottest, most real lesbian scenes ever committed to film.”

		

		“Well, I don’t know about that, not being an aficionado of lesbian cinema, but they sure were fun to shoot!” Inga told him in a hot, breathy voice. “Both June Ellen and I would agree to that, I’m sure!”

		

		Inga was vaguely aware that homosexuality was not considered as great a sin in England as it was in America, but it still surprised her that a famous TV star such as the man interviewing her would so readily admit to being gay!

		

		****

		

		“You’re doing a great job over there!” Lonnie Ridge’s excited voice came over Inga’s cell phone the next day. “The lines for Windsong were clear around the block, just like they were in New York City! And the press reviews were even better than they were over here!”

		

		“The English seem to like a good pair of tits and a fine little ass as well as their American cousins do,” Inga replied noncommittally. “Garrett said they would, remember?”

		

		“Oh, Garrett says a lot of things,” Lonnie retorted. “But the important thing is you’re doing a great job with the press over there! Keep it up!”

		

		Inga wrinkled her nose, as if Lonnie could see her disdainful expression as she ate her room service breakfast, which he couldn’t, of course. “I have a couple of more video interviews today, while we’re out sight-seeing and then we’re off to Paris. How’s Alan’s final rewrite coming?”

		

		“I haven’t seen it yet, but Garrett assures me it’s great,” Lonnie chortled. “He says another Oscar is in the offing, but I don’t believe it.”

		

		There was a long silence and then Lonnie said, “That would really be something, wouldn’t it; two Oscars in a row, for your first two films?”

		

		“Just to be nominated twice in a row, for my first two pictures would be quite an honor.” Inga’s voice sounded breathy and somewhat awed over the phone. “Has that ever happened before?”

		

		“Maybe with James Dean, I’d have to check.” Lonnie mused.

		

		James fucking Dean! Inga told herself excitedly, invoking the name of one of her childhood heroes. “Well, we’re probably getting ahead of ourselves there,” she said into the phone, remembering Cyn’s old adage about jinxing yourself.

		

		“Maybe,” Lonnie intoned but this is Alan fucking West we’re talking about here!”

		

		“We’re also talking about a girl from St. Croix. Minnesota, too!” she reminded him. “Maybe Windsong was just a fluke.”

		

		“I’ve seen that Marcie Moncrief meltdown scene several times since the premiere,” Lonnie insisted. “The little girl who did that scene is no fluke, believe me! If Alan delivers the goods, you can pull it off, I just know it!”

		

		He waited several beats and then added, “June Ellen feels the same way. She says you’re the greatest single talent she’s ever worked with!”

		

		“She just likes the way I suck her tits, Lonnie,” Inga teased him.

		

		“I like the way you suck my cock, too, sweetie, but that isn’t going to win you any Oscars, Lonnie chortled before breaking the connection.

		

		Oh. I don’t know about that, Inga thought to herself, reflecting back on how she had gotten Lonnie, June Ellen, Garrett, and Alan West so firmly into her corner when she was just starting out. My blowjobs and my ability to fuck had a lot to do with my early success, she told herself smugly. Amos and Claudia Stallings thought I was an incredible piece of ass or I would never have gotten the role in Windsong in the first place. And Cyn thought I was hot or I never would have been a posse girl and met June Ellen, who recommended me to Amos. ALL of my career, thus far, has been as a result of my looking the way I do, and my ability to please men, and occasionally women, in bed—when you get right down to it!

		

		****

		

		Paris was even better than London had been, as far as Inga was concerned! When she and Adie and Marsha stepped off the plane, the French press was already there, demanding interviews, photographs and telling her that she was the new Brigette Bardot!

		

		Inga knew who Brigette Bardot was because she had done her homework. The French sex kitten from the fifties and sixties was among the most famous actresses and glamour queens France had ever produced. A sexy blonde with great legs and an ass to die for Ms. Bardot had also had a pair of tits that Inga thought might have been even better than hers in their heyday!

		

		Boy, I’d have climbed into bed with her in a second, back when she was young! Inga had said to herself when Cyn had first showed her nude photographs of the French star back when she’d been young. Inga didn’t blame the whole world for going bonkers over Brigette!

		

		I hope I’m half as successful as she was! Inga said to herself as she beamed at the French journalist who had just told her, in heavily accented English that she was the new Bardot. “I don’t know if I’m as beautiful as Brigette was, back in the day!” she told him. “Her legs, her body, and that heavenly face…she was so very sexy! I don’t know that I can ever hope to compete with that, mon ami!” she added.

		

		“You are as modest as you are beautiful,” the Frenchman said, blushing at her attention. “I am Gerrard, Gerrard Dubois. I am with Le Monde, the most popular newspaper in France. May I interview you later, Ms. Norgaard?”

		

		“Come to my hotel tonight, at seven o’clock, Mr. Dubois. We’ll have dinner together and I’ll talk to you. I’d like that.”

		

		Gerrard Dubois wasn’t handsome. He was in his forties, not sharply dressed, and he had sort of a hangdog look about him. His somewhat somber face also featured sad brown eyes. Inga loved that! She had promised herself that she’d fuck at least one Frenchman while she was in the country and Gerrard Dubois was as good as the next guy, as far as she was concerned.

		

		Lonnie and Lionel were probably both older than Dubois and she had fucked each of them more than once. The French journalist wasn’t handsome but then neither was Lionel!

		

		I don’t have to justify myself! Inga admonished herself silently. I’m Inga fucking Norgaard, the international movie star! I can fuck who I want to, when I want to; no explanations needed!

		

		She found she had an extra zip in her step as she and the girls made their way to their waiting limo from Customs. Inga felt good about her decision to surprise Gerrard Dubois with the fuck of his dreams tonight! It lifted her spirits, just as she knew her choice would lift Dubois’ spirit. He’s old, but not old enough to have made it with Brigette Bardot! I’m the next best thing to Brigette! What a treat for old Dubois!

		

		She hoped Dubois proved to be a treat for her. What if he had a small dick? What if he had trouble getting a hard on? No matter! Inga decided. I’ll suck it for him! Do I not give the best BJ in the whole wide world? One look at my naked bod and my lips going up and down on his prick and he’ll be hard as the proverbial rock, I bet!

		

		****

		

		It was just five o’clock in Paris when the door to Inga’s suite suddenly swung open and Marsha and Adie swept inside, dragging man with them.

		

		“Look who we found loitering at the bar downstairs,” Marsha said to Inga, pulling Riley Ridge into the room.

		

		“Riley! What the fuck are you doing in Paris?” Inga demanded, clearly shocked by his presence.

		

		“I came to see you,” Riley said defensively, “but once I got here, I sort of lost my nerve, so I was having a few pops in the bar before calling and letting you know I was in town.”

		

		A perfectly rational explanation, but why is he looking so guilty? Inga asked herself, staring at her boyfriend, who was refusing to meet her eyes with his.

		

		“There’s something else afoot here,’’ She told him, sensing his embarrassment. She and Riley had few secrets from each other but there was something not quite right about his showing up in Paris unannounced. She wanted to know what it was right away. The journalist, Dubois, was scheduled to be here for dinner at seven, and she didn’t want Riley to be around when he showed up, not to mention Marsha and Adie. She thought she had gotten rid of them earlier, when they’d gone down to the bar. The legal drinking age on France was eighteen, and both Adie and Marsha had been excited about going down and casually ordering alcohol, something they couldn’t legally do back home for three more years.

		

		My best laid plans, shot in the ass! Inga told herself.

		

		“This is definitely not the way I planned on doing this, kitten!” Riley said at that moment seizing her by her right hand and leading her out onto her suite’s balcony.

		

		It was not yet twilight in Paris, but the lights on the Eiffel Tower were already on and the old landmark made an enchanting backdrop nevertheless. Riley’s eyes lit up when he saw it and he said, “Alright! This is more like it!”

		

		He shocked Inga by dropping to his knees, then reached into his sport coat pocket and pulled out a jewelry box from Tiffany’s and opened it, proudly presenting it to her. “Will you marry me, Inga, my love?” he asked in a voice choked with emotion.

		

		The diamond in the ring was the biggest, brightest stone Inga had ever seen anywhere! “Where did you get the money for this?” She asked him. “It must have cost a fortune!”

		

		“My folks loaned me the money, when I told them I wanted to ask you to marry me,” Riley explained. “Since you’re about the biggest movie star in the whole world right now, they said it would take the best ring in Hollywood to get you to say yes!”

		

		“Oh, Riley, this is too much like the plot of Windsong, with your folks ponying up the money for this ring!” she shook her platinum locks at him and added, “Don’t you know I want you, and not some expensive ring?”

		

		“Does that mean that the answer is yes?” Riley asked her, his eyes shining with excitement.

		

		“Oh, I guess so,” Inga said hesitantly. She really did want to marry Riley, eventually! She just wasn’t sure now was the right time! She had been looking forward to seducing Gerrard Dubois later tonight, and if she accepted Riley’s proposal that would probably not be happening!

		

		After all, what sort of a girl sleeps with a strange man the night she had been successfully proposed to? She asked herself.

		

		“I suppose you’ll want to stay here with me tonight?” she asked her new fiancé rather forlornly.

		

		“No, I’m staying in the bridal suite over at the Ritz,” Riley told her. “I couldn’t get the one here, at the St. Regis. I tried but it was already spoken for.”

		

		He looked at her questioningly and added, “You don’t seem very happy to be getting married. What’s on your mind, sweetie?”

		

		“Movies, my career; lots of things, darling! Oh, I’m sorry I’m acting like this but it’s all so sudden, so unexpected!”

		

		“Unexpected? We’ve talked about getting married for months now, when I finished college. Well, I’m finished! Bachelor’s degree in business from one of the finest universities in southern California, remember? You went to my graduation with my folks and Lee Lee just a couple of weeks ago.”

		

		“I know, but ever since Windsong came out and the second series of Guinevere commercials were released, my life had been so crazy I’ve scarcely had time to think! Even about marrying a cutie like you!”

		

		“Well, I’m thinking late August, so you’d better get your act together Miss Norgaard!”

		

		Riley was smiling like some sort of loon and the Eiffel Tower looked so beautiful over his shoulder…for a moment, Inga was able to get into the spirit of the occasion. “Where were you thinking about staging the ceremony, some church or other?”

		

		“Nah! Neither of us are church people; I was thinking of an outside ceremony—someplace like my folks’ backyard.”

		

		“That has possibilities,” Inga mused, seeing the pool cabana all decorated with ribbon and papier Mache wedding bells, and whatever else the posse could come up with. There was a wet bar out by the pool as well and tables could easily be rented and set up on the big patio. It would be lovely, if done right and she knew she could count on Cyn and Marsha to see it was!

		

		“Okay. Say we could get everything together by August. Where would we live after we get married?”

		

		“Where?” Riley demanded. “You’ve got your own Beverly Hills mansion, I seem to recall, with something like five bedrooms and more bathrooms than you can count!”

		

		“But the girls live there!” Inga responded. “I can’t just kick them out!”

		

		“Unlike most girls their age, thanks to you, they all have jobs that pay two-hundred-grand a year!” Riley was shouting by now. “If there were ever four girls who could afford to go out on their own, it’s them!”

		

		“What the fuck is going on out here? What’s all the shouting about? Marsha asked, pushing open the door to the balcony and sticking her head outside.

		

		“You and the other posse members are being evicted by my new fiancé,” Inga informed her in a bemused voice, slipping on her new diamond ring, so she could model it for Marsha.

		

		“Fucktoo! No more redheaded pussy for you, Riley-boy!” Marsha growled. “No more Adie pussy for you, either,” Adie said, elbowing Marsha aside so she could stick her head out the door.

		

		“Yeah, and I’m betting Cyn will cut you off, too!” Marsha said, shoving Adie aside again.

		

		“Aww, don’t be bitter, just because the gravy train’s getting derailed, big girl,” Riley said teasingly, stepping over the Marsha and patting her cheek condescendingly. “Did you think you were going to freeload off Inga forever? Can’t we all still be friends; good, close friends?”

		

		From where she was standing on the balcony, Inga couldn’t see where the hand Riley had been using to pat Marsha’s cheek had gone as he’d eased it down her neck and slipped it inside the hotel suite. But from the guilty, hot-pleasured look in the redheaded girl’s face she knew Riley had to have thrust it down inside the bodice of the cocktail dress Marsha was wearing and onto the girl’s braless tits, do that he could tantalize and tease her big nipples while he was speaking to her.

		

		Marsha looked as if she knew she should stop Riley’s familiar advances on her big breasts but his fingers on her aroused nippies felt so good she didn’t really want to.

		

		“Riley, stop that!” Inga heard herself urging her new fiancé. “Playing with another girl’s titties after you’ve just proposed to me…really, the nerve!

		

		Reluctantly, Riley stopped fooling around with Marsha’s nipples. He eased his hand out of her dress-front and turned to face Inga, a sheepish smile on his handsome face. “We’ve got too much history between us for the posse members and us ever to live together successfully,” he said stiffly. “That’s why I want it to be just the two of us, living in the house, once we’re married.”

		

		Suddenly, that made sense! Inga imagined waking up at home one morning and going downstairs, only to find her new husband with his big dick down Cyn’s throat, or Marsha’s or Adie’s! That wouldn’t do at all; she’d be afraid to run down to the store for a loaf of bread or a gallon of milk, fearing that she’d find a mini-orgy happening in her own living room when she got back!

		

		“I’m afraid he’s right, Marsh.” Inga acknowledged sadly, “you and Adie and the others will have to find someplace else to live when we get back from this trip.”

		

		“Buzzkill,” Marsha said to Riley, “you sure know how to ruin a perfect set up, I’ll give you that.”

		

		Marsha’s disappointed face disappeared back inside the suite and Inga found herself alone with Riley once more. He said, “I’m going back over to the St. Regis, to make sure everything is perfect when you get there, doll. What time should I expect you tonight?”

		

		Inga’s mind raced. Maybe she could have her cake and eat it too! If Riley could nonchalantly break up the happiest living arrangement she’d ever known so easily—even if he was right—perhaps she could “entertain” Monsieur Dubois as she had planned, before joining Riley for the night!

		

		How deliciously perverted…fucking another man, in addition to my fiancé, on the night I got engaged, Inga reveled in the very naughtiness of the whole notion.

		

		“I’ll be there later. I have an interview scheduled for tonight that I don’t want to postpone,” she told Riley truthfully. “I’ll see you at ten or so, okay?”

		

		“Fine by me, beautiful.” Her new fiancé told her, stepping over and taking her in his arms. “I can’t wait!”

		

		Their kiss felt a little like a lie to Inga, knowing she was about to cheat on him in a short while.

		

		Oh, well, she consoled herself, we both know it’s going to be that kind of non-exclusive, open-ended marriage. So we might as well start off that way!

		

		As she followed Riley back into the suite, Inga was tempted to suggest to Marsha and Adie that they accompany him over to his hotel to keep him company until she arrived. She knew that, had she done that, she no doubt would have found them both in bed with him when she arrived but that didn’t bother her. They had all been in bed together many times before, and it had been great fun.

		

		But she found Marsha and Adie on speaker-phone with Cyn, discussing moving out and getting someplace new. The idea of breaking up their conversation to set them up with Riley for the night didn’t seem right, so she didn’t. She just stopped and listened:

		

		“Buying our own house would be way cooler than renting some apartment,” Marsha was saying.

		

		“Yeah, you and I could ask our dads for a loan for the down payment,” Cyn suggested over the speaker.

		

		“I bet my dad would go for that too,” Lee Lee chimed in. “He just loves investing in Beverly Hills real estate!”

		

		“I could manage about fifty grand,” Adie said in a low voice. “I’ve been saving most of my salary from Ingafilms.

		

		“Good girl!” Marsha said somewhat derisively. “We’re practically there!”

		

		“Would we have to sell the place and move again, when another one of us gets married or something?” the ever-practical Adie asked.

		

		“Not necessarily,” Cyn replied over the phone. “We could ask Lionel to set it up so that the other three could buy the girl who was leaving out.”

		

		“Problem solved,” Marsha said, obviously relieved. “I know I can get Daddy to do all the legal work for us for free, as well as staking me to a loan.”

		

		“And handle the real estate end of it, the way he did for Ing!” Adie blurted.

		

		“No problemo, chicas!” Marsha said confidently. “We’re as good as moved in!!”

		

		“Marsh, you call Lionel in the morning and I’ll stop by and see him tomorrow afternoon.” Cyn said. “I can start looking at properties tomorrow, if it all goes right.”

		

		“See? It’s all going to be fine,” Riley assured Inga, stopping at the suite’s front door to take her in his arms. “The girls will be fine and so will we, the future Mrs. Ridge!”

		

		“Your mom can be Mrs. Ridge. I’m going to go on being Inga Norgaard, even after we’re married!”

		

		“Okay, lots of movie stars keep their maiden names,” Riley said magnanimously. “You never saw Marilyn Monroe referred to as Marilyn DiMaggio, did you?”

		

		They kissed and Inga felt like a liar again. Dubois was going to be here soon and she’d probably end up in bed with him, instead of Riley!

		

		Oh, well, she thought, Riley will get his later. I’m really going to turn this boy inside out at the Ritz tonight, after I fuck Monsieur Dubois’ socks off here at the St. Regis!

		

	
		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		Marsha and Adie dutifully trooped back down to the bar after Riley left, Marsha saying she needed that legal drink more than ever now, after being left homeless!

		

		“Oh, that lasted for all of five minutes, you big baby, you!” Inga chided her redheaded friend as she left the suite. “See you in the morning, at my first TV interview.”

		

		“I’ll be there, to keep you out of trouble, as usual,” Marsha sighed theatrically and took her leave.

		

		“The hotel coffee shop at nine, sharp!” Inga told Adie, as she prepared to follow Marsha out the door. “Don’t be late, okay?”

		

		“Am I ever?” Adie said, shaking her head. “But I can’t vouch for Marsh. I’ll try to get her there on time but she has a wild look in her eye tonight, after all of the changing-houses drama. No telling what she’ll get up to by morning. You know how she can be sometimes.”

		

		“I do, indeed, little one,” Inga told her oldest friend. “Keep her out of trouble, if you can.”

		

		Adie nodded that she would and followed Marsha out the door. Inga shook her head, watching them depart. “Who’s going to keep me out of trouble tonight?” she wondered aloud as the door closed.

		

		I guess it’s all up to me! Inga told herself as she went into the bedroom to change into something sexy for Gerrard Dubois.

		

		****

		

		“I’m sure my readers would like to know how you were discovered, Miss Norgaard,” Gerrard Dubois asked her, his tape recorder at the ready for her answer.

		

		“I was at a weekend sleepover with one of my friends, Lee Lee Ridge and her mother, June Ellen Ridge, took some candid cellphone shots of me sunning myself out by their pool. She happened to show them to Amos Stallings, who was still looking for the juvenile lead in Windsong and the rest, as they say in Hollywood, was history.

		

		“Were you sunning yourself in the nude?” Dubois asked with a leer on his normally lugubrious face.

		

		“No, definitely not,” Inga replied truthfully. “That wasn’t my practice then; as I recall, I was wearing a fairly modest swimsuit in those photos.”

		

		“You say that wasn’t your practice then, do you often sunbathe in the nude now?”

		

		“My estate in Beverly Hills has tremendously high brick walls, so I can leave my clothes in the house when I go out by the pool.” Inga said pointedly. “Because of my earnings from Windsong and my endorsement agreements, I am able to buy gorgeous designer clothes now, and like most girls, I enjoy wearing them. But I find clothes get in the way, most of the time, so I choose to go nude at home a lot of the time. My housemates are all female, so there’s no problem there.”

		

		“I’ve seen pictures of your housemates.” Gerrard Dubois said. “They’re all beautiful young girls. Do they choose nudity as well?”

		

		“Sometimes they do,” Inga admitted. “We’ve all been naked in the pool together a number of times.”

		

		“What a treat for your neighbors, if your fences weren’t so high!” the Frenchman observed wryly.

		

		Inga laughed and allowed, “That would be quite a scene; with all of us giggling and splashing around! All of those naked breasts and exposed bottoms!”

		

		She glanced down at the journalist’s pants and noticed that they were tenting quite nicely behind his zipper and that the bulge there looked to be very long and tantalizingly firm! Take your time! She cautioned herself. He’s eating this verbal teasing up like a starving man sitting down to a five-course meal!

		

		“As a man, a heterosexual man, I find that vision most stimulating, I must confess,” Gerrard admitted, noting where her eyes had wandered, sitting up in his chair and straightening his slacks up so that his hard on wasn’t quite so obvious.

		

		“Oh, please, Monsieur Dubois, there’s no need to be embarrassed around me!” she assured him, knowing she was blushing slightly. “After all, I’m Inga Norgaard, the reigning sex queen of Hollywood! Haven’t you heard?”

		

		“Is it true that there’s a lot of…nudity in Windsong?” He blurted.

		

		“You haven’t seen it yet?” She asked him.

		

		“It opened in Paris last week, but it was a very limited engagement, I’m afraid; just a few art houses, the major release is this weekend,” He somewhat non-plussed to admit he hadn’t yet seen her film.

		

		“Well, I urge you to see it. Hell, I urge everyone to see it. Isn’t that what this whole trip of mine is about?”

		

		They both laughed and then Inga added, “Unlike some European films, there isn’t much universal nudity in it, I’m afraid. You won’t get to see Jerrod Martin or Dale Simms naked, but you will see everything at June Ellen Ridge and I have to offer, nudity-wise!”

		

		Inga had chosen an almost sheer blouse that was crimson in color and she hadn’t elected to wear a bra beneath it. She stretched out languidly on the couch she was lying on, showing off her big breasts and their petite pink nipples to the almost-drooling journalist as she spoke.

		

		“I don’t want to seem immodest, but I think that’s quite a lot of female…charms to be revealed on the screen! June Ellen may not be nineteen anymore, like I am, but she still has a magnificent body. She’s kept herself in shape, take it from me! And I’m the female flavor-of-the-month, as far as the Hollywood gossip shows go! Ever since those Guinevere Cosmetics ads started airing, everyone seems to be so…curious about what I look like when I’m really naked. Did you know I was offered a million dollars to do a nude photo shoot for one men’s magazine?”

		

		Dubois shook his head that he hadn’t but then smiled as he looked at Inga’s half naked body and said softly, “No, I hadn’t heard that, but I’m not surprised.”

		

		Inga smiled knowingly and replied, “Well, the ticket-buying public can skip the magazine and just see Windsong instead. Everything is revealed onscreen, believe me!”

		

		“Everything?” the bemused journalist asked, his eyes moving downward from Inga’s all but bare breasts to her stylish slacks and her ass.

		

		“Everything!” she assured him. “If the movie were any more explicit, we’d have gotten an “X” rating for sure!”

		

		Dubois contemplated that for long moments and then asked, “Would that have been so terrible?”

		

		“Box office, darling!” she replied, giving him a mildly amused look. “The difference between an “X” and an “R” rating can mean millions of dollars.”

		

		“Oh, of course,” Gerrard Dubois responded quickly, looking embarrassed that he hadn’t seen that distinction more quickly.

		

		“I wouldn’t have minded it being more “X-rated”, from a moral standpoint,” Inga went on. “I have nothing against performing fellatio for real on camera or anywhere else. And God knows, I’m certainly no virgin!”

		

		His normally heavy-lidded eyes shot open at those statements and remained that way as she added, “And as to lesbian sex, I’m no stranger to that either, as you can see from the “R-rated” version of the movie! June Ellen and I put on quite a show for the cameras!”

		

		“Perhaps I will go to the cinema this weekend after all,” Dubois said with another theatrical leer. “I’ve long been a fan of June Ellen Ridge and I find you most charming, Ms. Norgaard.”

		

		“I bet you’d find me even more charming with my clothes off,” she whispered to him, slowly unbuttoning her blouse as he watched.

		

		“No doubt,” he murmured, hanging on her every movement…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, it’s so incredibly long! Inga gasped aloud as she unzipped Gerrard’s pants and reached inside his boxers to extract his hard prick.

		

		“It is, at that,” the cock’s owner sighed. “I just wish it was a little…thicker!”

		

		So do I! Inga admitted to herself.

		

		The Frenchman’s cock was longer than Riley’s whopper of a dick but it was barely thicker than a Sharpie! She fisted the lengthy, thin penis dubiously, seeing a huge droplet of pre-come leaking from the narrow cock head. She leaned forward automatically and licked it up, relieved it didn’t taste any different from all the pre-sex male fluid she had swallowed before.

		

		They were both nude now and in the middle of the big king-size bed in Inga’s bedroom in the suite. A trail of clothing led from the living room through the suite’s double doors and into the bedroom.

		

		Dubois was as flabby and out of shape as she’d thought he’d be from the way he looked in his slightly disheveled clothes. His dick was very hard—she suspected he had taken Viagra or some such drug before starting the interview—but his stomach sagged down toward his genitalia and she found the small paunch as unattractive as she did his undefined ass cheeks and his lack of six-pack abs.

		

		Oh, well, Garrett and Lionel aren’t exactly musclemen either, and neither is Lonnie. And I fuck them all readily enough, as well as ancient Alan West! She eased her lips down onto the Frenchman’s cock shaft, licking his prick tip as she went and smiled inwardly as she heard him moan, “Oh, Mon Dieu, I can’t believe I’m getting sucked by such a goddess of a girl!”

		

		Enjoy it, Frenchie! I’m really good at this!” She thought to herself as she tilted her head back so that she could take all of him into her mouth and throat, just the way Riley had taught her to do it.

		

		The thought of her new fiancé both saddened her and made her heart beat faster. She promised him silently that she was going to make it up to him, being with another man on her engagement night! Oh, baby, I may be going to fuck this guy silly before I see you tonight, but when I do, I’m going to suck your awesome cock so good and fuck you until you’re bow-legged!

		

		“No…no more, beauty, or I’ll come in your mouth!” Gerrard Dubois pleaded, halting her up and down head thrusts by placing his right palm against her forehead and pulling his prick slowly out of her sucking lips.

		

		“That would be exquisite, of course! But I want to…fuck you so badly…” his voice trailed off as the head of his cock cleared her mouth.

		

		“Fuck away, babe!” She said, reclining on the bed next to him on her back and spreading her legs wide for him. “I’m as wet and ready as I can get!”

		

		Her French lover wasted no time in clamoring between her thighs and centering his lengthy cock in her juicy little slit. He pushed forward immediately, sinking the head and three inches of the steely shaft into her willing pussy canal.

		

		“Oh, give it to me, baby! Give me every inch of it!” Inga all but begged, thrusting her hips up off the bed and knifing more of his stiletto-like cock into her slick depths.

		

		Dubois smiled and fed her another few inches. She writhed under him and he mistook her movements for reluctance.

		

		“Not so easy to take all of my long dick, eh, little one?” he sneered down at her as he stirred his mostly-buried prick inside her.

		

		“Easier than you’d think!” Inga rasped, driving every last inch of cock into herself. She felt his medium-sized balls up against her ass and reveled in the fact that she’d taken him all.

		

		“You like long ones, eh, my little movie star?” he said, pulling nearly all of his staff out of her, then driving it back inside, clear to the hilt.

		

		“God, yes! Fuck me hard; just like that!” she breathed up at him, rotating her hips in a hungry-for-cock circled underneath him.

		

		“Most girls don’t like so much dick!” Gerrard Dubois responded in a surprised whisper.

		

		“I’m not most girls!” Inga sighed, fucking him easily.

		

		****

		

		“It goes in deep this way, no?” the Frenchman asked as they rolled over, his cock still berthed in her all the way.

		

		“Not too deep for me, baby!” She assured him, beginning to ride him cowgirl style.

		

		Inga came hard, several minutes later, then spun around on his buried prick and began doing him reverse-cowgirl. He tossed his hips up more athletically than she would have ever expected him to, his tight nutsac pummeling her clit every time they came together.

		

		The constant slapping against her sensitive little love bead sent pulses of joy radiating through her pussy and up her spine, into her jiggling breasts. She took an erect pink nipple in each hand and squeezed them in time with his thrusts.

		

		“God! You look so sexy, doing that!” Dubois moaned, his eyes closing in ecstasy. “I…I can’t hold back! I’m coming! I’m coming in your tight little pussy, movie star!”

		

		Just as Inga felt the older man’s hot jism jetting up into her cunt, she trembled all over, her big tits jerking in her hands as the first twinges of her own orgasm gripped her. She gasped and shivered atop his pistoning cock, feeling the white-hot semen being blasted up into her clutching channel.

		

		“Oh, fuck! Give it to me!” She wailed. “Give me all of that steamy come!”

		

		The Frenchman shuddered beneath her and screamed, “Take it all! Take every drop, you hot bitch! I’m coming so hard…so goooooood!”

		

		For what seemed like forever they bucked and writhed together, with him draining himself up into her clasping sheath. At last, she sighed, reaching down and patting his cheek as he finally ran out of jizz, “There’s nothing like hot, teenage pussy is there, darling?”

		

		Gerrard Dubois smiled and said, “Nothing!” as his satisfied cock eased out of her overflowing pussy lips.

		

		****

		

		“This suite is even nicer than mine at the St. Regis!” Inga complimented Riley as she stepped into the room.

		

		It was ten o’clock and Gerrard Dubois was in the cab that had let her off outside the Ritz, on his way home. He was happy and so was she. They had taken a long, leisurely shower together and he had gotten hard again and fucked her up against the shower tiles.

		

		His second orgasm wasn’t as rich in semen as his first had been, but both of them enjoyed it and she had taken extra care in washing it out of her pussy. She didn’t intend to let Riley eat her out tonight, but a girl never knew! It wouldn’t do to have her new fiancé tasting another man’s come inside her, now would it?

		

		“Well, it ought to be!” Riley said, responding to her comment about the plushness of the suite. “After all, it’s the Bridal Suite, now isn’t it?”

		

		Inga flashed him a contrite look and said, “I feel like a bit of a fraud somehow, since we’re not married yet, just engaged!”

		

		“Who says we can’t celebrate our wedding night in advance?” Riley asked her.

		

		“Just about everybody,” she answered him. “That’s why people get married, isn’t it?”

		

		“They’re just small-minded,” Riley told her, opening a cold magnum of champagne and pour her a flute.

		

		“I guess it pays to be free thinkers,” Inga said, taking the flute from him and toasting him with it.

		

		****

		

		“What did my free-thinker think of that blowjob?” Inga asked Riley twenty minutes later.

		

		They were both now totally naked in the suite’s king size bed. Inga lay in Riley’s arms her head on his heaving chest and he was caressing her silver-blonde locks lovingly.

		

		“You must have sucked me off a few hundred times by now, babe,” Riley said with a big sigh, “But I think that was the best one ever!”

		

		“You had a lot come stored up in those big balls of yours,” Inga commented, still cleaning the clingy semen out of her mouth with her tongue tip as she spoke.

		

		“I’ve tried to stay true to you, ever since I graduated,” Riley said softly.

		

		“Wow, all those weeks with no strange pussy: That must have really been hard!” Inga said in mock awe.

		

		“It hasn’t been easy. I’ve had opportunities, believe me!”

		

		“Oh, I do,” Inga replied sincerely, thinking back to earlier tonight. If she had encouraged it, both Adie and Marsha might have given Riley a goodbye-fuck or blowjob!

		

		Her new fiancé’s ability to stay true made her feel even guiltier about tonight’s lapse on her part with the Frenchman. He wasn’t even good-looking! She told herself remorsefully.

		

		“My being faithful has made me even hornier than usual, I’m afraid,” he said apologetically as her hand slid down his taut stomach toward his deflated dick. The mighty cock began to pulse with renewed interest as soon as her fingertips touched it, but she merely smiled and took it in her hand and began to stroke it.

		

		“I’m here to make it all better, darling,” she murmured as Riley’s cock got hard once again. “You can always come to me for anything you need. No other girls need apply!”

		

		They both laughed and he said, “Same as before we were engaged, gorgeous. I’m not making any promises about undying fidelity, nor do I expect any from you.”

		

		There was a silence as his prick reached full erection, Inga’s fist making long, slow passes up and down its length. At last, he said: “It does seem almost foolish, my being with other women, though. None of them can hold a candle to you when it comes to being beautiful.”

		

		His eyes swept up and down her nude body and his dick got even harder. She got to her knees and swung her left leg over his prone body, getting ready to mount up on his up-thrust dick.

		

		“And I don’t know why I’d want another cock; this one is so magnificent…so very…fulfilling!” she sighed as it filled when she let her weight down on it.

		

		God, this fucker’s so long, so thick…I don’t know why I’d ever want another one! She told herself as she began bouncing up and down on it. But apparently, I do!

		

		Remembering Gerrard Dubois’ skinny long cock and how nicely she’d come on it not even an hour ago, she chided herself for her unfaithfulness and her sheer greed.

		

		Maybe it all came back to what Cyn had told her all those months ago, after her first orgy? “Excess is a way of life in Beverly Hills, babe” or words to that effect.

		

		But I’m not IN Beverly Hills right now! I’m in fucking Paris! Maybe it was like the old saying that you could take the girl out of Beverly Hills, but you couldn’t take Beverly Hills out of the girl?

		

		Where is that innocent eighteen-year-old from St. Croix? The girl I used to be all my life? Inga asked herself frantically.

		

		She’s in Paris with a gorgeous man inside her, getting her brains balled out, She answered herself caustically, enjoying the feel of Riley’s big dick stretching her out as she rode it, the way his humongous balls felt slapping against her clit every time he thrust upward to meet her downward lunges.

		

		This is really living! She told herself as she started to orgasm. My beautiful Riley, loving me just right, in a fabulous Paris hotel, with the whole world at my feet because of the way I look and who I am! This is the way I WANT to live; free and rich and doing whatever I want, whenever I want, with WHOMEVER I want! What could be better than this?

		

		****

		

		“Inga Norgaard, you work with Inga Norgaard? The handsome French boy said incredulously.

		

		“I’ve been her best girlfriend ever since we were both five years old,” Adie bragged, finishing her seven and seven. “I knew her back home, in Minnesota, before she moved to California.”

		

		“Minnesota…California,” The boy, whose name was Marcel, whispered both names reverently, as if such places were very foreign and very exotic.

		

		“I have dreamed of visiting America,” He admitted shyly, as if such an admission would be shameful in her eyes.

		

		Down the bar, Marsha laughed, her deep alto growl distinctive. “You’re something else, Francois!” the big redhead assured Marcel’s friend and fellow pick up artist, Francois. He had jet black hair, while Marcel was a dirty blond. Both of them were in their early twenties, handsome to the point of being male model-gorgeous, and so horny for the two young American beauties that they could barely stand it.

		

		Marsha and Francois were both laughing, toasting each other with their respective cocktails when Marcel approached them. There was a rapid, whispered conversation in French and Adie saw Francois’ dark eyes light up when Inga’s name was mentioned by Marcel.

		

		“Hey, you’re going too fast for my one semester of high school French!” Marsha cautioned them. “What’s this about Inga?”

		

		“Is it true that both of you work with Inga Norgaard?” Francois asked Marsha, turning away from Marcel to face her.

		

		“Yeah, we’re both part of Team Norgaard,” Marsha admitted with a big grin. “I handle all of her press and Adie is her personal assistant and her best friend.”

		

		Both boys seemed impressed by that revelation. Marcel said, “We rode the ferry over to England last weekend to be there when Windsong opened. We were big fans before, but after we saw that movie…”

		

		The boy’s voice trailed off as if in awe and Marsha smiled and said, “Yeah, she’s got quite the body and she can act too!”

		

		The two boys just looked at her in silence. “Hey! Would you like to meet her?” Marsha asked impulsively. “We could take you up and introduce you, if you’d like!”

		

		“When?” Marcel asked excitedly.

		

		“Right now,” Marsha told him.

		

		“Marsh, she’s got that interview with that French reporter she met at the airport.” Adie reminded her friend.

		

		Marsha glanced at the bar clock, which was wrong, like bar clocks all over the world are, and said, “Oh, that’s got to be over by now, Ad. Let’s go on up.”

		

		Adie felt even more nervous in the small elevator, riding up to Inga’s floor, than she had in the bar. What would Tex think of her going up to a hotel room with a hunky French boy, if he was to hear about it?

		

		He’d do the same, if he was in France and a great-looking French girl came on to him in the bar; I just know he would! Adie acknowledged to herself. She’d seen how enthusiastically he fucked Inga and the others on party nights, when it was strictly mix-and-match up in Inga’s bedroom. Everyone had done it! She remembered how big Riley’s monster cock had felt inside her, the first time she’d given in to the situation and let him fuck her!

		

		Inga and Tex hadn’t said a word; they’d been too busy fucking each other, as she recalled, to have even noticed! And what about that afternoon barbeque out by the pool, when Lee Lee had come on to Tex with her watching, and she’d given Adie’s boyfriend one of her patented sloppy, swallowing blowjobs on one of the chaise lounges while everyone had stood around, sipping cocktails and smoking joints?

		

		She had given in and let two of Tex’s fraternity brothers ball her at the same time that day, that handsome Bob’s big dick in her mouth and cute little Sam’s cock in her pussy while she’d knelt on all fours on another chaise lounge. Again, Tex hadn’t said a word. How could he, since he’d been fucking Cyn in the house at the time?

		

		He’d told her all about it, the next time he’d come over to the mansion to spend the night with her exclusively. “Cyn was riding me, cowgirl style, while I looked out the sliding door and watched you carrying on with old Bob and Sam.” Tex had said nonchalantly. “It was hot! YOU looked hot, sucking that huge wanger while taking one up that tight little pussy of yours! And Cyn was incredible, riding my dick with those round titties of hers bouncing around like crazy! Yessir, that was some barbeque!”

		

		Simple, unspoiled Tex had certainly fallen in with the debauched Beverly Hills lifestyle easily enough! Oh, well, who am I to talk? She asked herself, smiling over at the ultra-handsome Marcel. So have I!

		

		Inga wasn’t in the suite. They found a note from her on the nightstand next to the bed, explaining about Riley and the Bridal Suite at the Ritz.

		

		“Who is this Riley?” Francois demanded.

		

		“He’s her steady boyfriend,” Marsha said.

		

		Adie glared at her out of habit. Normally civilians weren’t supposed to know that Inga had a steady boyfriend. Old Hollywood hands assured them that Inga would remain a lot more popular at the box office if she was thought to be unattached. Every man in America and around the world would fantasize that he would somehow be the one to win her, as long as she wasn’t spoken for by someone else.

		

		I suppose that’s all out the window now. Adie reminded herself, now that Inga was marrying Riley. “They’re engaged,” she told the two French boys. “The wedding will be this August.”

		

		“Who is this Riley?” Francois asked again.

		

		“He’s Riley Ridge, Lonnie and June Ellen Ridge’s son, and Lee Lee’s brother,” Marsha offered helpfully. “He’s very good-looking and the Ridges are like Hollywood royalty.”

		

		“So is Inga!” Francois stormed back.

		

		‘’Get over it,” Adie said to him. “She probably wasn’t going to fall for you anyway, even if we had introduced her to you.”

		

		“She’s not here tonight, but we are, cutie!” Marsha growled coming over to Francois and running her hands caressingly over his shirt front. “Inga’s got quite a set of tits. But they can’t compare with these!”

		

		She reached the top of the buttons on his shirt and kept on going, her fingers running through his black hair and right up above his head. Then she brought them toward herself, reaching behind her head and undoing the clasp at the top of her evening gown. Marsha inched the zipper down as well, and then tugged the gown’s loosened fabric off her freckled shoulders until her braless breasts were bared.

		

		The French boys’ eyes widened at the sight of the two biggest breast mounds they’d ever seen and Marsha, smiling invitingly all the while, reached down and took Francois’ hands and placed them on her half-erect nipples. He didn’t need any more encouragement from there: he kneaded her massive breasts and twisted the twin pink spikes of female arousal.

		

		Marsha moaned her approval and reached behind her back again to finish unzipping the dress. Stepping out of it, she shook her formidable ass in her sheer thong panties for the boys before working the panties downward, baring her waxed-smooth pussy slit for their inspection.

		

		Not to be outdone, Adie quickly stripped down to her panties too. Unlike the more brazen Marsha, she had worn a bra tonight, but it was nearly as transparent as her matching black panties and her stiff little nipples were clearly visible through it.

		

		She eased back onto the bed while removing her bra, saying, “You might not get to make it with Inga tonight, but I bet the four of us could have fun in this bed even without her!”

		

		Marsha slipped off her panties completely and joined Adie on the mattress. When the two of them soul-kissed, there was an audible gasp from the two Frenchmen. “Don’t tell me you’re shocked!” Adie broke off the kiss and asked her two-man audience. “Aren’t there bisexual girls in France?”

		

		“Oui, I’m sure there are, Marcel smiled. “I just don’t happen to know any!”

		

		“Well come and meet two American bisexual girls then!” Marsha invited them, smiling up at the still slightly shocked boys. “We’ll have great fun together, trust me on that!”

		

		She turned her head back towards Adie and started making out with her again. “The way this normally works is for you guys to jump in and start fucking us whenever you feel so inspired you simply can’t wait any longer,” Adie explained patiently, breaking off the kiss again. “Marsha loves it up the ass but I don’t do it that way. And we both love to suck cock!”

		

		Marcel and Francois looked at each other as if they’d just hit all sevens on a slot machine and started ripping off their clothes as the girls went back to making out and rubbing their tits together…

		

		****

		

		I could get used to this, Adie thought happily to herself as Francois fucked her while she held hands with Marsha and Marcel did the honors with her. I guess I already am used to it! She further admitted to herself as she realized she wasn’t thinking about Tex anymore or what he would think if he found out about tonight.

		

		I’m a true posse girl now, Thank God for small favors! Adie thought as she got ready to come on the French boy’s impressive dick. She still thought Marcel was slightly better looking than Francois, but the dark-haired boy definitely had to most buffed body of the two and the biggest cock! It was nice of Marsha to let her go first with Francois, but then she had always been more impressed with good looks than Adie had.

		

		Give me a nice-looking, hung guy anytime! Adie said to herself as she felt her pussy tightening up around Francois’ gliding prick. Tex was great looking in an outdoorsman sort of way. And he had a great cock! Even Inga and Cyn would agree with that. But this French boy could really fuck!

		

		Adie smiled to herself as her pussy began to clench around Francois’ spurting cock; there was something to this ‘broaden-your-horizons, travel-abroad’ stuff after all!

		

		****

		

		The August wedding went off without a hitch. The Ridges’ backyard was beautiful, after the posse got done decorating it with streamers of ribbon and gigantic papier Mache wedding bells, and the southern California weather was perfect, as usual; not too hot but sunny and warm.

		

		Everyone who was anyone in Hollywood attended; people who had met Inga or wanted to; people who knew the Ridges, and fans! Ingafilms had sponsored a write-in, win-admission-to-the-wedding contest for avid Inga fanatics. And people from all around the world had responded. There had been hundreds of thousands of entries and the posse had read every one of them, at Inga’s insistence.

		

		Ten winners had been chosen and all of them had been flown in and put up at the Beverly Hills Hotel at Ingafilms’ expense. After the brief, non-denominational ceremony was over, Inga and Riley surprised everyone with their honeymoon choice: they drove in Riley’s new Corvette to Newport Beach and checked into their favorite room at the little boutique hotel overlooking the beach. They made love that night by the light of the fireplace in the bed they had shared so many times before. The manager of the hotel sent them up an expensive bottle of champagne to thank them for putting his modest establishment on the map, as there were dozens of reporters, photographers, and TV film crews milling around the lobby and out in the parking lot, shooting pictures of Riley’s car.

		

		When some of the gossip shows and newshounds had abandoned the wait, Riley and Inga came back down and took a walk around town, getting ice cream cones in their favorite ice cream parlor before strolling down the pier hand in hand.

		

		“We’re single-handedly boosting the economy of this town, just by being here,” Riley whispered to Inga.

		

		“I know but I don’t mind, since this is one of my favorite places on earth!” she whispered to him in return.

		

		****

		

		Inga received her second Oscar nomination for Best Actress that year, for her work in Joan of Arc, but she didn’t win, losing out to Jennifer Lawrence, the girl from The Hunger Games franchise, for her role in Silver Linings Playbook. She was consoled by the fact that Lawrence was truly great in the movie, opposite hunky Bradley Cooper, and that Alan West won for Best Original Screenplay for Joan. Lee Lee Ridge was nominated as Best Supporting Actress but lost out to Anne Hathaway in Les Miserables. June Ellen and Lonnie were so proud of their daughter they almost split a seam, smiling, at the ceremony. And all Riley could say was: “That little brat! Who knew she could act?”

		

		“Garrett and I taught her everything she knows,” Inga said proudly in the Limo on the way home from the theater. “That and June Ellen’s acting genes was all she needed.”

		

		Marsha surprised them all by actually graduating from UCLA with a degree in Accounting and was talking about getting her CPA certification, so she could eventually take over her dad’s business.

		

		“I’m going to have to turn in my resignation at Ingafilms, when that happens, chica,” she told Inga sadly. I’ll miss the two-hundred grand and working with all of you, but change is a part of life, I guess.”

		

		“We’ll miss you, too, Red,” Inga told her sadly but I and the other girls will no doubt still invest with your firm. You have the best track record in Hollywood over the last thirty years, or so I’m told.”

		

		“All true, chica!” Marsha said brightly, “And I don’t intend to let that change when I take over.”

		

		Adie, who was now a vice-president at Ingafilms, and was widely acknowledged to be one of the savviest young executives in town, stuck around.

		

		She joked wistfully about moving back to Minnesota and going to work for Big Buy, but everyone knew she didn’t mean it. California was her and Tex’s home now and she was closer to Inga than ever, now that the rest of the posse had ridden off on their separate ways.

		

		The End

		

		

		For real this time. I don’t intend to write anymore about Inga or her friends in the posse. I didn’t intend to write this book, but the saga seemed unfinished, so I did. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did revisiting the girls and their glitzy, incredible lives in Beverly Hills and Hollywood.

		

		C.K. Ralston, 9/20/2019.

		

	
		

		Author’s Notes

		

		Well, our travels with Inga and her friends are ended. My old email account with Gmail is gone, vanished suddenly with all my emails from my acquaintances from around the world. So, if any of you have written to me and wondered why you didn’t get a reply: mystery solved! I have decided to reopen the account, so if you want to write to me in the future, either with brickbats or compliments, feel free to do so at ckralston@gamail.com, just like before. Hope to hear from some of you! Some of you, I hope never to hear from again, and you know who you are…
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